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The Tragicall Hiftorieof 

H AM L E T 

Prince of Denmarke. 

^ ncnv cn (fy lfar/?#r}d 



Enter trvo Centinels. — 



1. QTand: who is that? 

2. i^TjsI. 

1 . O youcorac mod carefully vpon your watch, 

2, And if you meete Marcellas and Horatio , 

The partnersofmy watch, bid them make hade. 

I. 1 will : Sec who goes there. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellas* 

Hor. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And lecgemcn to the Dane, 

O farewell honed fouldier, who hath rcleeued you? 

1. Barnardo hath rayplace, giueyou good night. 

Mar. Holla, Barnardo. 

2. Say, is Horatio there? 

Hor. Apeeccofhim. 

2. Welcome Horatio, welcome good Marcellas t 
Mar. What hath this thingappear’d againc to night. 
2. I hauefeene nothing. ?*; . V"”' 

Mar. Horatio fayes tis but ourfantafie. 



And wil not let beliefe take hold of him, 
Touching this dreaded fight twicefeene 
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T be T rage die of Hamlet 



He may approouc our eyes, and (pca'ke to it. 

Hor. Tut, t will not appeare. 

2 . Sit downe I pray, and let vs once againc 
Affaile your eare j that are fo fortified. 

What we haue two nights feene. 

Hon Wcl.fit we downe, and let vs hcarc’Bernardofpe^c 
of this. 

2 . Lad night of al, when yonder darre that’s weTl- 
ward from the pole,had made h» courfe to 
Illumine that part of heauen. Where now it bumes, 

. The hell theniowling one.* 

' , Enter (jhoft. 

Afar. Breakc off your talke, fee where it comes atraine 

2 . In the fame figure like the King that’s dead. 

Alar. Thou art a fchol!er,fpeake to it Horatio. 

2 * Lookes it not like the king? 

Hor. Mqft like, it horrors m ee with fearc and wonder. 

2 . It would be tpoketo; 

Afar. Question it Horatio. 

Hor. What art thou that thus vfurps the date, in 
Which the Maieftie of buried Denmark* did foraetimes 
Walke?liy heauen 1 charge theefpeakc. 

Mar. It.is offended. exit Ghoft. 

1. See, it dalkes away. 

Hor. Stay , fpeakc , fpeake , by heauen! charge thee 1 
rpeuKc* 

Mar. Tis gone and makes no anfwer. 

2 . Ho w no w tie rat to you tremble and looke pale, 

Is not this fomething more thanfantafie? 

Whatthinkc you on’t? 

Hor. Afore my God, Imight not this belecue, without 
the fcnfiblc and true aniouch of my ownecycs. 



Therefore I haue intreated him a long with vs 
To watch the minutes of this night. 

That if againc this apparition come. 



tjlfar. 



Prince of Denmarke. 

iMar. Is it not like the King? 

Her. As thou art to thy felfe. 

Such was the very armor he had on, 

When he the ambitious Norway combated. 

So frownd he once, when in an angry parlc 
Hefmot the Heade d pollax on theyce, 

Tisdrange. 

LMar. Thus twice before, and iump at this dead bower 
With Marfhall ftalke he pafled through our watch. 

Hor. In what particular to worke, I know not, 

But in the thought and dope of my opinion. 

This bodes fome drange eruption to the date. 

t Afar. Good, now fit downe, and tell me he that knowes 
Why this fame drikrand mod obferuant watch, 

So nightly toylcs thefubiert of the land. 

And why fuch dayly cod of brazen Cannon 
And forraine marre, for implements of warre, 

Why fuch imprefle of fhip- writes, whole fore taskc 
Does not diuide the fonday from the weeke: 

What might be toward that this fweaty march 
Doth make the night ioynt labourer with the day. 

Who is’t that can informe me? 

Hor. Mary that Can I, at lead thewhifper goes fo. 

Our late King, who as you know was by Forten- 
BrafTe of Norway , 

Thereto prickt on by a mod emulous caufe, dared to 
The combate, in which our valiant Hamlet, 

For fo this fide of our knowne world edeemed him. 

Did flay this Fortenbrafle, 

Who by a fcalc compart well ratified, by law 
And heraldric, did forfeit with his life all thofe 
His lands which he Aoodc dazed of by the conqueror, 
Againd the which a moity competent, 

Was gaged by our King: 

Now fir, yong Fortenbrafle, 

Of inapproued mettle hot and full, 

Bl ' Hath 



TheT ragedy of. ' Hamlet 

Hatlrinthe skirts of Norway here and there, 

Sharkyvpa fightoflawlefleRefokites 
For food and diet to fome enterprife, 

That hath a flonkcke in’t : and this (I take ic)is the 
Chicfe head and ground ofthis our watch. 

Enter the Ghoft. 

But loejbchold, fee where it comes againe, 

BecrolTe itjthough it blaftme : flay lllufion, 

If there be any good thing to be done. 

That may doe eafe to thee,and grace to mce, 
Speaketomec. 

If thou art priuy to thy countries fate. 

Which happly foreknowing may preuent, O fpeake tome, 
Or ifthou haft extorted in thy life, ’ 

''Orhcordcd treafurcin thewombe of earth, 

For which theyfay you Spirrtcs oft walke in death, fpeake 
to me, flay and fpeake, fpeake, floppe it Marcellas, 

2. Tisheere. exit G heft. 

H or. Tisheere. * 

Marc. Tis gone, O we doe it wrong, being fo maiefti- 
call, to offer it the fliew of violence, 

/ For it is as the ayre invelmorable, ' 

And ourvaine blawes malicious mockery. 

2. It was about to fpeake when the Cocke crew. 

Hor. And then it faded like a guilty thing, 

Vpon a fearefull fummons r I haue heart! 

The Cocke, that is’the trumpet to the morning, 

"Doth with his earely and llrrill crowing throate, ‘ 
Awakcthcgodofday,andathisfound, ■; 
Whether in earth or ay re, in fea or fire. 

The flrauagant and erring fpirite hies ! bib ,?frUk •< >;! > • 

To his confines, and of the truethheercof . .v bn ! ?r r 
This prefent obieft made probation. 

Marc. It faded on the crowing of the Cocke, 

Some fay, that euer gainfl that feafon comes, 

Wherein our Sauiours birth IsicelebratecL :n , erv 0 
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The bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

A nd then they fay, no fptrite dare vkalke abroade, 

The nights are wholeforae.then no planet frikes. 

No Paine takes, 'nor Witch hath po wre to charine; 1 
So gratious.and fo hallowed is that time. 

H or. So haue I heard, and doc in parte beleeucit:. 
But fee the Sunne in ruffet mantle clad, 

Walkes ore the deaw of yon hie mountaine top, 

Breake we our watch vp, and by my aduife, 

Bet vs impart what wee haue fccneto night 
Vnto yong Hamlet : for vpon mylifc 
ThisSpirite dumbe to vs will fpeake to him: 

Doyou confcrit.wee fhall acquaint him with it, 
Asneedefull iaour louc, fitting our ducrie? 

fJMarc. Let, doo’t I pray, and I this morning know. 
Where wefhabtinde him moft conueniently.. ' 

; 7 i. 57 iWckl 3«hjOf! <b'fC>! V;v? .V. V ' 

Enter King, ghteene, Hamlet, Leaner, Gor ambus , 

, andthetweftmbajfadors, with Attendants. 

King Lordes,we herehaue writ to Fortsrihrajfe, 
Nephew to olde Norway, whoimpudent : ’ 

And bed-rid, fcarcely heares of this hi$ 

Nephews puipofe : and Weeheeredtfpatch 
Yong good Cornelia , and you Volteniar 
For bearers of thefe greetings to olde ^ : f ■ 

Norway, giuing to you nafuttherperfonall power 
1 To bufinefTe with the King, 

Then thofc related articles do fliew: : ' 

Farewell, and let your hade commend your dutie. 

$e»t. In this and all things will weefhew our dutie* 
King. We'edoubt nothing; hardly ferewel: 

And now Leartes ; what s the news with you? 

You faid you had afute what i ff Leanest 

Lea, My gratious Lord, your fauorable licence, " 

Now that theiunerall rites are ail performed; 
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I may hauc lcaue to go againc to Trance, 

For though the fauour of your grace might ftay mee, 

Yet fomeching is there whifpersin my hare. 

Which makes my minde and fpiritj bend all for France. 

King i Haue you your fathers lcaue, Z,f4rW 
' Cor. He hath, my lord, wrung from me a forced graunt, 
And 1 befeechyou grant your Highncffe lcaue. 

King With all our heart, Leartes fare thee well* 

Lear. Iiuallloueanddutictakemy lcaue. 

King. And now princely Sonne Hamlet, Exit, 
What meanes thefe fad and melancholy moodcs? 

For your intent going to Wittenberg, 

Wee hold it moft vnincct and vneonuenient, 

Being the Ioy and halfe heart of your mother. 

Therefore let mee intreat you ftay in Court, • 

All Denmarbes hope our coofin and deareft Sonne 
Ham. My lord, ti’s not the fable fute I wearc: 

No nor the tearcs that ftill ftand in my eyes. 

Nor the diftra&edhauiour in thevifage, 

Nor all together mixt with outward femblance, 

Is equall to the forrow of my heart, 

Him hauc I loft I muft offorce forgoj:, 

Thefe but the ornaments and futes oFwoc. ^ 

King This (hewes a louing care in you, Sonne Hamlet, 
But you muft thinke your father loft a father, 

That father dead, loft his, and fo fhalbe vntill the 
Generali coding. Therefore ceafe laments. 

It is a fault gainft heauen, fault gainft the dead, 

A fault gainft nature, and in reafons 
Common courfc moft certaine, 

^ None .hues on earth, but hce is borne to die. 

£*e. Let not thy mother loofc her praiers Hamlet, 
Stay here with vs*goriot to Wittenberg. . ' y 

Ham. I (hall in all my beftobay you madam. > 

King Spoke like a kinde and a moft louing Sonne, 
And there’s no health the King fhall drinke to day, 



Prince of i>cnmark& T 

But the great Canon to the clowdes fhall fell 
The rowfc the King fhall drinke vnto Prince Hamlet. 
Exeunt all bnrHam/et. 

Ham. O that this too much grieu’d andfallied flefir 
Would melt to nothing, orthat thcvniuerfall: 

Globe ofheauen would turne at to a Chaos* 

O God, within twomonths^no not two : married, 

Mine vnde : O let me not tbinke of if. 

My fathers brother: but no more like ' . 

My father, then I to Hercules. 

Within two months, ere yet the fait of moft 
Vnrightcous teates hadlefcthcirflufhmg 
In her galled eyes : fhe married, O God, a bcaft 
Deuoyd of reafbn would not haue made 
Such fpeede: Frailtie, thy name is Woman, 

Why ihe would hang on him, as if increafc 
Of appetite had grownc by what it looked on. 

Owicked wideed fpeede , to makefuclj 
Dcxteritieto inceftuous fhectes. 

Ere yet the ftfooes were olde. 

The which fhe followed my dead fathers corfe 
Like Nyobe, all tearcs : married, well it is not. 

Nor it cannot come to good: 

But breakemy heart, forj muft holdemy tongue. 

Enter Horatio and Marcdlus. 

Hor. Health to your Losdfhip, 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you, (Horatio) or I much 
forgetmyfelfe. 

Hor. The fame my Lord^ndyourpoore feruant euer. 
Ham. O my good friend, I change that name with you? 
but what makeyou from Witt enbere Horatio ? 
iMarcel/ut. 

CMarc. My good Lord. 

Rn ?T 1 am vcr ys lad fo fteyou, good cuen firs; 

But what is your affaire in Elfemure? 

Weelc teach you to drinkedeepe crcyou depart 

Hor. 




TheT rageily of Hamlet 

Hor. Atrowantdifpofition,my good Lord. . . ' ^ 

Ham. Nor foall you make mcc trailer 
Of your owne report againft your fdfe: 

Sir, I know you are no tro want: ii 
But what is your affaire in Efenourel\\ .'ij~ , - 

Hor. My good Lord, I came to fee your fathers funeral!. 
Ham. 0 1 pre thee do notmockemecfellowftudicnt, 
I thinke it was to fee my m others wedding. 

Hor. Indeede my Lord, it followed hard vpon. ; 
Ham. T hrift, thrift, thefunerall bak’tilieates 
Did coldly furnifli forth the marriage tables, 

Would I had met my deereft foe in heauen > f 



Ere euer 1 had feene thatTHay ’Horatio", 

0 my father, my father, me thinks 1 fee my father. 
Hor. Where my Lord? 

Ham. W by ,in my mindes eye Horatio. 

Hor. Xfawhim once, he was a gallant King. 

Ham. He was arran, take him for all in all, 

1 (hall notlooke vpon his like againc. 

Hor. My Lord, I thinke 1 faw him yefternight, 
H>ww. / Saw,who? 

Hor. ■ My Lord, the King your father; i 

Ham. Ha, ha, the King my father kc you* 

Hor. Ceafcnypur admiration for a while 
With an attentiuc care, till I may deliuer, 

Vpon the witneffe of thefe Gentlemen 
This wonder to you. 

Ham. For Gods loueletmeheareit. 

Hor. T wo.nights together had thefe Gentlemen, 
iJICarcellw and Bernardo , on their watch. 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night. 

Beene thus incountcred by a figure hkeyour father, 
Armed to poynt, exattly Capapea 
Appeeresbeforcthem thrife, hewalkes 
Before their weakc and fearc opprefied cies 
Within his tronebions length. 



Trim of Denmrke 

While they difiilled alrnoft to gclly. 

With the a<ft olfearefiandsdumbe, 

Andfpeakc not to him: this to mee 
In dreadfull fecrefie impart they did. 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 

Where as they had deliuered forme of the thing. 

Each part made true and good, 

The Apparition comes : I knew your father, 

Thefe handcs are not more like. 

Ham. Tis very ftrange. 

Hor. As I do liuc,my honord lord, tis true. 

And wee did thinke it right done. 

In our dutic to let you know it. 

Ham. Where was this? 

cAfar. My Lord, vpon the platforme where we watched. 
Ham. Did you notfpeake to it? 

Hor, My Lord we did, but anfwere made it none, 

Tet once me thought it was about to Ipeake, 

And lifted vp his head to motion. 

Like as he would Ipeake, but euen then 
The morning cocke crew lowd, and in all hafte. 

It flmmeke in hafte away, and vanilhcd 
Our fight. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed firs, but this troubles me.* 

Hold you the watch to night? , 

All We do my Lord. 1 

Ham. Armed (ayye? 

All Armed my good Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe? 

All. My good Lord, from head to foote. 

Ham. Why then faw you not his face? 

Hor. O yes ray Lord, he wore his beuer vp. 

Ham. Howlook’the, frowningly? 

Hor. A countenance more in forrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale, or red? 

Hor. Nay,vcricpal 
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Ham. And fixt his eies vpon you. 

Hor. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would 1 had becne there. 

Hor. It would a much amazed you. 

Ham. Y ea very like, very like, (laid it long? 

Hor. While one with moderate pace 
Might tell a hundred. 

CMar. O longer, longer. 

Ham. His beard was grifleld, no. 

Hor. It was as I hauefecne itin his life, 

A fable filuer. 

Ham. I wil watch to night, perchance t’wil walkc againe. 

Hor. I warrant it will. * 

Ham. If it afliime ray noble fathers perfon, 
Ilefpealcetoit, if hell it felfe (hould gape, 

And bid me hold my peace, Gentlemen, 

If you haue hither confcalcd this fight, 

Let it be teniblcin vo ur filence Hill, 

And whatfoeuer elfe fhall chance to night, 

Giue it an vnderftanding,but no tongue, 

J will requit your loues.fo fare you well, 

V pon the platforme, twixt eleuen and twelue, 
Jlevifityou. 

All. Our duties to your honor. •' exeunt. 

Ham. O your loues, your loues, as mine to you, 
Farewell, my fathers (piritin Armcs, 

Well, all snot well. I doubt (omcfoule play. 

Would the night were come, 

Till then, fit Hill my foule.foulc deeds will rif" 

T hough all the world orewhelmethcra to mens eies. Exit. 
£nter Leartes and Ofelia. 

Lean. My neceflaries are inbarkt, I mud aboord, 

But ere 1 part, marke what I Sy to thee: 

I (cc P rince Hamlet makes a (hew of loue 
Beware Ofelia, do nottruft his vowes, 

P erhaps he loues you now, and now his tongue, 

Speakcs 
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Speakesfrom his heart, but yet take heed my fitter. 

The Chariettmaide is prodigall enough. 

If (he vnmaske hir beautie to the Moone. 

Vertue it felfe fcapes not calumnious thoughts, 

Bclieu’t O/e/w, therefore keepe a loofe 
Left that he trip thy honor and thy fame. 

Ofel. Brother, to this I haue lent attentiuc eare. 

And doubt not but to keepe ray honour fume, 

But my deerebrother,donotyou 
Like to a cunning Sophifter, 

Teach me the path and ready way to heauen. 

While you forgetting what is faid to me, 

Your felfe, like to a carelcfle libertine 
Doth giue his heart, his appetite at ful. 

And little recks how that his honour dies. 

Lear. No, fearc it not my deere Ofelia, 

Here comes my father, occauon fmilcs vpon a fecond leauc 
En ter Cor ambit. 

Cor. Yet here Leartes ? aboord, aboord, for fhame. 

The winde fits in the (houlder ofyour fade. 

And you are (laid for, therejny blcffing with thee 
And thefefew precepts in thy memory. 

' “ Be thou familiar, but by no raeanes vulgare} 

“ Thofe friends thou haft, and their adoptions tried, 

*• Graple them to thee with a hoope of ftcele, 

“ But do not dull the palme with entertaine, 

** Ofeuery new vnfleg’d courage, 

“ Beware of entrance into a quarrcll*,but being in, 

" Bcare it that the oppofed may beware of thee, 

/ *‘ Coftly thy apparrell, as thy purfc can buy. 

“ But not exprefl in faChion, 

‘‘ For theapparell oft proclaimes the man. 

And they of France of the chiefe rancke and ttation 
Are of amoftfeleftand generail chiefe in that: 

“ This aboue all, to thy owne felfe be true, 

And it muft follow as the night the day. 
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Thou canft not then be falfc to any one, 

Farewcl, my blcflmgwilh thee. 

j Lear. I humbly take ray leaue, farewell Ofeiia, 

A nd remerober well what 1 haue faid to you . exit. 

Ofel. It is already lock’t within my hart. 

And yon your felfe /hall keepe the key ofit. 

Cor, What'i’ft Ofeiia he hath faide to you? 

Of el. Somthing touching the prince Hamlet. 

Cor. Mary wel thought on, t’is giuen me to vnderftand, 
That you haue bin too prodigall of your maiden prefence 
V nto Prince Hamlet, if it be fo, 

As fo tis giuen to mcc, and that in waie of caution 
I muft tellyou;you do not vnderftand your felfe 
So well as befits my honor, and your credite. 

Of el. My lord, he hath made many tenders of his loue 
to me. 

Cor. Tenders, I, I, tenders you may call them. 

Ofel, And withall, fuch earned vowes. 

(for. Springes to catch woodcocks, 

What, do not I know when the blood doth burne, 

How prodigall the tongue lends the heart vowes, 

In briefe, be more fcanter of your maiden prefence* 

Or rendring thus you’l tender mee a foolc. \ . 

Ofel. I /hall obay my lord in all J may. 

, Cor. Oft Ik, rcceiue none of his letters, 

“ For louers lines are fnares to intrap the hearty 
“ Rcrufehis tokens, both of them are keyes 
T o vnlocke Chaftitie vnto Defire} 

Come in Ofeiia fuch men often proue, 

“ Grcatinthcirwordes,butlittlc in their loue. 

Ofel. I will my lord. exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio,<W Marcellus. 

Ham ■. The ayre bites fhrewd; it is an eager and 
An nipping winde, what home i'ft? 

Sound Trumpets. 



Her. I think it lacks of twelue, 
Mar. Nojt’isfh'tlckc, 



Prince of. Denmarke. 

Hor. Indeed I heard it not, what doth this mean my lord? 

Ham. O the king doth wake to night, & takes his rovvfe, 
Keepe waftel,and the fwaggering vp-fpnn* reeles, 

And as he_dreames, his draughts ofremfh downe, 

The kettl^drumme, and trumpet, thus bray out, 

The triumphes of his pledge. 

Hor. Isitacuftomehere? 

Ham, I mary i’ft and though I am 
Natiuchere, and to the maner borne, 

It is a cu florae, more honourd in the breach, 

Then in the obferuance. 

Enter the Ghojl. 

Hor . Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs. 

Be thou a fpirite of health, or goblin damn d, 

Bring with thee ayres from heanen, or blafts from hclli 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou commeft in fuch queftionable fhape, 

That I will fpeake to thee, 

He call thee Hamlet , King, Father, Royall Dane, 

O anfwere mee, let mee not burft in ignorance. 

But fay why thy canonizd bones hearfed in death 
Haue burft their ceremoniestwhy thy Sepulcher, 

In which wee faw thee quietly interr’d. 

Hath burft his ponderous and marble Iawes, 

To call thee vp againc: what may this meane. 

That thou, dead corfe,againe in complcate fteclc, 

ReuilTets thus the glimfes of the Moone, 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature, 

Sohorridely to /hake our difpofition. 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules? 

Say, fpeake, wherefore, what may this meane? 

Hor. It beckons you, as though it had fomething 
To impart to you alone. 

(JHar. Looke with what courteous aflion 
Itwaucs you toamore remoued ground, 

C* 



Bus 
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But do not go with it. 

Hor. No, by no meancs my Lord. 

Hum. It will not fpeake, then will I follow it. 

Hor. What if it tempt you toward the flood tny Lord. 
That becklcs ore his bace, into the fea. 

And there ail'ume lome other horrible fliape, 

Which might depriue your foueraigntie or reafon, 

And driue you into madneffc : thinke of it. 

Hum. Still am I called, go on,ilc follow thee. 

Hor. My Lord, you fhall not go. 

Ham. Why what fhould be the feare? 

I do not fet my life at a pinnesfe e. 

And for my foulc,what can it do to that? 

Being a thing immortall, like it felfe. 

Go on,ile follow thee. 

C Mur. My Lord be rulde, you fhall not goe. 

Hum. My fate cries out, and makes each pety Artiue 
As hardy as the Nemeon Lyons nerue, 

S till am I cald, vnhand me gentlemen} 

By heauen ile make a ghoft of him that lets me, 

Away I fay, go on, ile follow thee, 

Hor. He waxeth defperate with imagination. 

C Mur. Something is rotten in the ftate of Denmarke, 
Hor. Haue after} to what iflue will this fort?,] 

CWar. Lets folio w,tis not fit thus to obey him. exit, 

Enter Gbofl and Hamlet. 

Ham. Ile go no farther,whither wilt thou lcade me? 
Ghojl Markeme. 

Ham. I will. 

Gbofl I am thy fathers fpirit, doomd for a time 
To walke the night, and all the day 
Confinde in flaming fire . 

Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature 
Arepurged and burnt away. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

qhofl Nay pitty me not, but to my vnfolding 



Prince of Denmarke. 

Lend thy liftning care, but that I am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifon houfe 
I would a tale vnfold, whofe lighteft word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy yong blood, 

Make thy two eyes like flats ftart from their fpheres, 

Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 

And each particular haire to ftand on e nd 
Like quils vpon the fretfull Porpentine, 

But this fame blazon tnuft not be, to eares offlelh and blood 
Hamlet, if cuev thou didft thy deere father loue. 

Ham. O God. 

Gbo. Reuenge his foule, and moft vnnaturall murder : 
Ham. Murder. 

Gbofl Y ea, murder in the higheft degree, 

As in the lead tis bad, 

But mine moft foule, beaftly, and vnnaturall. 

Ham. Haftc me to knowc it, that with wings as fwift as 
meditation, or the thought ofit,may fweepe to my reuenge. 

Gbofl O I fin dc thee apt, and duller fhouldft thou be 
Then thefatweede which rootes it felfe in cafe 
On Lethe wharffe : briefeletme be. 

Tis giuen out,thatfleepingin my orchard, 

A Serpent flung me } fo the whole eare of Denmarke 
Is with a forged ProfTes of tny death rankely abufde: 

But know thou noble Youth : he that did fling 
Thy fathers heart, now weares his Crowne. 

Ham. O my prophetike foule, my vnde! my vnde! 

Cjbofl Yea he, that inceftuous wretch, wonne to his will 

0 wicked will,and gifts! that haue the power (with gifts. 
So to feducc my moft feeming vertuous Queene, 

But vertne, as it neuer will be moued, 

Though Lewdneffe court it in a fhape of heauen. 

So Lufl, though to a radiant angle linckt, 

Would fate it felfe from a ccleftiallbedde, 

And prey on garbage : butfoft, me thinkes 

1 lent the mornings ayre, briefc let me be. 
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Sleeping within my Orchard, my cuflorac alwnyes ' 
In the after noone, vpon my fecure hourc 
Thy vnclc came, with iuyce of Hebona 
In a viall, and through the porches of my eares 
Did powrc thelcaprous diftilment, whole efFqft 
Hold fuch an enmitie with blood of man, 
Thatfwiftas quickcfilner, itpofteth through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body, 

And turncs the thinne and wholcfome blood 
Like eager dropings into milke. 

And all my {moot he body, barked, and tettetdouer. 
Thus was I fleeping by a brothers hand 
Of Crowne,of Qucene.of life,of dignitic 
At once depriued, no reckoning made o£ 
Butfentvnto my grauc. 

With all roy-accompts and finnes vpon my head, 

0 horrible, moft horrible! 

Ham. OGod! 

ghofi If thou haft nature in thee, bcarc it not, 

But howfoeuer, let not thy heart 
Confpire againft thy mother aught, 

Leaue her to heauen. 

And to the burthen that her confidence beares. 

1 muft be gone, the Glo-wormc fhewes the Martin \ 

To be neerc, and gin’s to pale his vneffe&uall fire: 
Hamlet adue,adue,adue : remember me. Exit 

Ham. O all you hofteof heauen! O earth, what clfc? 
And (hall I couple hell; remember thee? 

Yes thou poore Ghoft; from the tables 
Ofmy memorie, ile wipe away all (awes of Bookes, 

All triuiall fond conceites 

That cuer youth,or clfe obferuance noted. 

And thy remembrance, all alone fhall fit. 

Yes, yes, by heauen,adamnd pernitious villaine, 
Murderons, bawdy, foiling damned villaine, 

(My tables) meet it is I fet itdowne. 
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That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villayne; 

At lcaft I am fure, it may be fo in Denmark?. 

Sovnde, there you are, there you are. 

Now to the words; it is aduc aduc t remember me, 

Soe f is enough I hauc fwornc. 

Hor. My lord, my lord. Enter. Horatte , 

tJWar. Lord Hamlet. and Marcellut. 

Bor. Ill, lo,lo,ho,ho. 

Mar. Ill,lo,lo,fo, ho,fo,come boy, come. 

Hor. Heauens fecure him. 

Mar. How i’ftmy noble lord? 

Hor. What news my lord? 

Ham. O wonderfull, wonderful. 

Hor. Good my lord tel it. 

Ham. NonotI,you’l reuealeit. 

Hor. Not I my Lord by heauen. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then? would hart of man 
Oncethinkeit? but you’l befecret. 

’Both. I by heauen, my lord. 

Ham. There’s neuer a villaine dwelling in al l c Denmarke t 
Buthee’s an arrant knaue. 

Hor. There need no Ghoft comcfrom the graue to tell 

you this. 

Ham. Right, you are in the right, and therefore 
I holde it meet without more circumftance at all. 

Wee fhake hands and part;you as your bufines 
And defiers fhall leade you : for looke you, 

Euery man hath bufines, and dcfircs, fuch 
As it is, and for my owne poore parte, ile go pray. 

Hor. Thefe are but wild an d wherling words, my Lord. 
Ham. I am fory they offend you;hartely,y es faith hartily. 
Hor. Ther’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Tatrike but there is Horatio, 

And much offence too, touching this vifion, 

It is anhoneft ghoft, tbatletraec tell you, 
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For your defires to know what is betweene vs, 
Or'emaiftcritasyou may: 

And now kind frends, as yon are frends, 

Schollers and gcntlmen, 

Grant mee one poore 1 equeft. 

Both. What i ft my Lord? 

Ham. Neuer make known what youhauefeene tonmt^f 

Both. My lord, we will not. 0 

Ham. Nay but fw care. 

Hor. In faith my Lord not I. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord in faith. 

Ham. Nay vpon my fword, indeed vpon my fword. 

(jho. Sweare. 

The Go (l vnder the (l age. 

Ham Ha, ha, corns you here, this fellow in the fclleme 
Here confent to fwcare. 

Hor. Pi opofc the oth my Lord. 

Ham. Ncucr tofpeake what you haucfeencto night, 
Sweare by my fword. 

Gojl, Sweare. 

Ham. Hie & vbique) nay then weele fhiftour ground: 
Come hither Gentlemen, and lay your handes 
Againe vpon this fword, neiier to fpeake 
Of that which you haue fecne, fweare by my fword. 

Ghofi Sweare. 

Ham. Well faid old Mole, cnn’ftworke in the earth? 
fo faff, a worthy Pioner , once more reinoue. 

Hor. Day and night, but this is wondrous ft range. 

Ham. And therefore as a ftranger giue it welcome, 
f Iiere are more things in hcauen and earth Horatio, 

Then are Dream t of inyourphilofophie, 

But come here,as before you neuer (hail 
How ff range or odd? foerc I bearemy felfe. 

As 1 perchance hereafter fhallthinlce meet. 

To put an AnticItG difpofition on, 

T hat you at fuch times feeing roc, ncucr Hi all 

With 
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With Armes, incombred thus, or this head (hake, 

Or by pronouncing fome vndoubtfull phrafe, 

As well well, wee know, or wee could and if we would. 

Or there be, and if they might, or fuch ambiguous: 

Giuing out to note, that you know aught of mce. 

This not to doe, fo grace, and mcrcic 
At your moft need helpe you, fwcare 
Ghoft. fweare. 

Ham. Reft, reft, perturbed fpirit: fo gentlemen, 

In all my loue Ido commend mce to you, 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet may, 

Topleafurcyou, God willing (hall not want, 

Nay come left’s go together, 

But fill your fingers on your lippes I pray, 

The time is out of ioynt,0 curfcd fpitc, 

That euer I was borne to fet it right, 

Nay come lett’s go together. Exeunt. ^ f) r> • 

Enter Corambis, and Montano. jftw caILv a o&tililS 

for. Montano , here, thefe letters to my fonne. 

And this fame mony with my blefting to him. 

And bid him ply his learning good Montano. 

Mon. Iwilimylord. 

Cor. You fhall do very well Montano, to fay thus, 

] knew the gentleman, or know his father, 

T o inquire the manner of his life. 

As thus*, being amongft his acquaintance, 

You may fay, you Gw him at fuch a time, marke you mce. 

At game, or drincking, fwearing, or drabbing, 

You may go fo farre. 

Mon. My lord, that will impeach his reputation. 

Cor. I faith not a whit, no not a whit, 

Now happely hec elofeth with you in the confcquence, 

As you may bridle it not difparage him a iote. 

What was 1 a bout to Gy, 

Mon. He elofeth with him in the confequencc. 

Cor, I, you fay right, he elofeth with him thus, 
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This will hec fay, let nice fee what hee will lay, 

Mary this.l faw him yefterday, or tother day, 

Or then, oratfuch a time, a dicing. 

Or at Tennis, I or drincking drunke, or entring 
Ofahowfeoflightnesviz. brothell, 

Thus fir do wee that know the world, being men of reach 
By indireftions, finde direftions forth, 

And Co (hall you my fbnne, you ha me, ha you not? 

Mott . Ihaucmylord. 

Cor. W el, fare you well, commend mee to him. 

Men. I will my lord. 

Cor. And bid him ply his muficke 

Mon, My lord I wil. exit. 

Enter , Ofelia. 

Cor. Farewel,how now Ofelia, what’s the news with you? 

Ofe. O my deare father, fuch a change in nature, 

So great an alteration in a Prince, 

So pitifull to him, fcarcfull to mee, 

A maidens eye ne re looked on. 

Cor. Why what’s the matter my Ofe&a? 

Of. O yong Prince Hamlet, the only floure oCDetmutr^ 
Hee is bereft of all the wealth he had, 

The Iewcll that ador’nd his feature molt 
Is filcht and ft olnc away, his wit’s bereft him, 

Heefound meewalkingin the gallery all alone, 

T here comes hec to mee, with a diftratted looke, 

His garters lagging downe , hisfiioocsvntidc, 

And fixt his eyes Co ftccilaft on my face. 

As if they had vow’d, this is their lateft obiett. 

Small while he ftoode, but gripes me by the wrift, 

And there he holdes my pulfe till with a figh 
He doth vndalpe hisholde, and parts away 
Silcnr,as is the mid time of the night: 

And as he went, his eie was ftill on mee, 

For thus his head ouer his fhoulder looked. 

He feemed to finde the way without his sics: 
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For out of doores he went without their helpe, 

Andfo did leaiieme. 

(for. 'Madde for thy loue, 

What haue you giuen him any croffe wordes of late? 

Ofelia I did repell his letters, deny his gifts, 

As you did charge me. 

Cor. Why that hath made him madde: 

By heau’n t’is as proper for our age to eaft 
Beyond ourfelues, as t’is for the yonger fort 
To lcaue their wantonneffc, W ell, I am fory 
That I was fo rafh: but what remedy? 

Lets to the King, this madnefte may prooue, 

Though wilde a while, yet more true to thy loue. exeunt. 

Enter King and fueene, Roffncraft,and Gilderftone. 

King Right noble friends, that our deere cofin Hamlet 
Hath loft the very heart of all his fence, 

It is rood right, and we moft fory for him: 

Therefore we doe defire, euen as you tender 
Our care to him, and our great loue to you. 

That you will labour but to wring from him 
The caufe and ground of his diftetnperancie. 

Doc this, the king of DenmarkfChfbe thankcfull. 

Rof. My Lord, whatfoeuer lies within our power 
Your maieftie may more commaund in wordes 
Then vfe perfwafions to your liege men, bound 
By loue, by duetic, and obedience. 

Gut/. What we may doe for both your Maiefties 
To know the griefe troubles the Prince your fonne, 

W e wil 1 indeuour all the beft we may. 

So in all duetie doe we take our leaue. 

King Thankes Guilderftone,and gentle RofTencraft. 
flue.' Thankes Roflencraft, and gentle Gilderftone. 

Enter (forambis and Ofelia. 

Cor. ^My Lord, the Ambaffadors are ioyfully 
Return'd from Norway. 

King Thou ftill haft beene the father of good news* 

E> 3 fir* 
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Cor. Haue I my Lord? I a (lure your grace, 

I holdc my duetie as I holde my life, 

Both to my God, and to my loueraigncKin": 

And I bdeeuc, or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the trainc ofpoliciefo well 
As it had wont to doe, but I haue found 
The very depth of Hamlets lunacie. 

fhicene Godgraunthehath. 

Enter the Ambafladors. 

King Now Voltemar,vthM from our brother Norway? 

Volt. Mod faire returnes of greetings and defires, 
Vpon our firft he fent forth to fiipprefle 
His nephews ieuies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation gainft the Polacke: 

But better look’t into, he trucly found 

It was again ft your Highnefle, whereat gricued, 

Thatfo hisfickencfle,age,and impotence, 

Was falfely borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortenbrajje, which he in briefe obays, 

Rcceiues rebuke from Norway ', and in fine. 

Makes vow before his vndc, neuer more 
To giue the aflayof Armes again ft yourMaieftie, 
Whereon oldc Norway ouercome with ioy, 

Giues him three thoufand crownesin annuall fee, 

And his Commiffion to employ thofe fouldiers. 

So leuied as before, againft the Polacke, 

With an intreaty heercin further fhewne. 

That it would pleafe you to giue quiet pafife 
Through your dominions, for that enterprife 
On fuch regardes offafety and allowances 
As therein are* fet downe. 

King Itlikes vs well, and at fit time and leafure 
W eelc reade and anfwere thefc his Articles, 

Meane time we thanke you for your well 

Tookc labour : go to your reft,at night weele feaft togssHcr: 

Right welcome home. exeunt Ambajfadors. 
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Cor. This bufines is very well difpatchcd. 

Now my Lord.touchingjHhe yong Prince Iiam’et, 
Ccrtainc it is that hee is madder mad let vs grant him then: 
Now to know the caufe of this efeft, 

Or elfe to fay the caufe of this defeft. 

For this effeft dcfe&iue comes by caufe. 

Queene Good my Lord be briefe. 

Cor. Madam I will: my Lord, I haue a daughter, 

Haue while fhee’smine : for that we thinke 
IsfureftjWe often loofe: now to the Prince. 

My Lord, but note this letter, 

The which my daughter in obedience 
Dcliuer’d to my handes. 

Kwg Reade it my Lord. 

Cor. MarkemyLord. 

/ Doubt that in earth is fire, 

Doubt that the ftarres doe rnoue. 

Doubt trueth to be a liar, 

But doe not doubt I loue. 

To the beautifull Ofe/ia : 

Thine euer the moil vnhappy Prince Hamlet. 

My Lord, what doe you thinke of me? 

I, or what might you thinke when Ifawe this? 

King As of a true friend and a moft louing fubiett. 

Cor. I would be glad to prooue fo. 

Now when I faw this letter, thus I befpake my maiden: 

' Lord Hamlet is a Prince out ofyour ftarre, 

And one thatis vnequall for your loue: 

Therefore I did commaund her refufe his letters, 

Deny his tokens, and to abfent her felfe. 

Shee as my childe obediently obey’d me. 

Now fince which time, feeing his loue thus crofs d. 

Which I tookc to be idle, and but fporf* 

Heftraitwaygrcw into a melancholy. 

From that vnto a fa ft , then vnto diftraffion, 

T hen into a fadneffe, from that vnto a madnellc, 

And 
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And To by continuance, and weakcneflc of the braine 
Into this frenfie, which now poflefleth him: 

And if this be not true, take this from this. 

King Thinkeyou t’isfo? 

for. How? fo my Lord, I would very fainc know 
That thins; that 1 haue faidc t’is fo, pofitiuely, 

And it bath fallen out otherwife. 

/Nay, if circumftances leade me on, 
lie findeit out,if it were hid 
As deepe as the centre ofthe earth. 

King, how fliould wee trie this fame? 

Cor. Mary my good lord thus, 

The Princes walkeis here in the galcry, 

There let 0/?/;<*,walke vntill hee comes: 

Your felfe and I will Hand clofe in the ftudy, 

There (hall you heare the effeft of all his hart, 
Andifit proue any otherwife thenloue, 

Then let my cenfure faile an other time. 

King, fee where hec comes poring vppon a booke. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Cor. Madame, will it pleafeyour grace 
Toleauevshere? 

Qtte. With all my hart. exit. 

Cor. And here Ofelia, reade you on this booke, 
And wallce aloofe, the King dial be vn(cene. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, I there’s the point, 

To Die, to flecpe,is that all* I all: 

No, to (leepe,to dreame, I mary there it goes. 

For in that dreame of death, when wee awake, 

And borne before an euerlafling Iudge, 

From whence no paflenger euer returhd, 

The vndifeouered country, at whofe fight 
The happy fmile,and the accurfed damn’d. 

But for this, the ioyfiill hope of this, 

Whold bcare the fcornes and flattery ofthe world, 
Scorned by the right rich, the rich curded ofthe poore? 
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The widow being oppreffed,the orphan wrong cT, 

The tafte ofhunger,ora tiratits raigne. 

And thoufand more calamities befides, 

To grunt and fweate vnder this weary life, 

When that he may his full fhtietm make, 

With a bare bodkin, who would this in dure, 

Butfora hope offomething after death? 

Which pufles the braine, and doth confound the fence. 
Which makes vs rather bcare thofe cuillcs we haue. 

Than flic to others that we know not of. 

I that,0 this confcicnce makes cowardes of vs all. 

Lady in thy orizons, be all my finnes remembred. 

Ofel. My Lord, I haue fought opportunitie.which now 
I haue, to redcliuer to your worthy handes , a fmall remem- 
brance, (uch tokens which I haue rccciucd of you. 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Ofel. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you honed? 

Ofel. What meanes my Lord? 

Ham. That if you be fairc and honed, 

Your beauty (hould admit no difeourfe to yoiir honedy. 

Ofel. My Lord, can beauty haue better priuiledge than 
with honedy? 

Ham. Y ea mary may it*, for Beauty may transform* \ 
Honedy, from what (be was into a bawd: 

Then Honedy can transforme Beauty: 

This was fometimes a Paradox 1 , 

But now the time giues it (cope. 

I ncuer gauc you nothing. 

Ofel. My Lord, you know right well you did, 

And with them fuch earned vowes ofloue. 

As would haue moou d the domed bread aliue, 

But now too true I findc. 

Rich giftes waxe poore, when giuers grow Thkinde, 

Ham. I neuer loued you. 

Ofel. Y ou made me bcleeuc you did. 
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Ham. O thou fhouldfl: not a beleeued me! 

Go to a Nunnery goe, why Ihouldft thou 

Be a breeder offinners? I am my, felfe indifferent hontft 

But I could accufemy felfe of fucH crimes ' 

1 1 had becnc better my mother had neVe borne me 
OI amvery provvde, ambitious, difdaiuefull, . 

With more finnes at my becke, then I haue thoughts 
T o put them in, what fhould fuch fellowts as I & 

Do, crawling between heauen and earth? 

To a Nunnei^ goe, we are arrant knaues all, 

Beleeuc none o{ vs, to a Nunnery goe. 

Ofel. O heauensfecurehim! > 

Ham. Whcr’s thy father? 

Ofel. At home my lord. 

Ham. For Gods fake let the doores be Quit on him, 

He may play the foole no where butin his 
Owne houfeito a Nunnery goe. 

Ofel. Help him good God. 

Ham. If thou doll marry, He giuetloee 
This plague to thy dowry: 

Be thou as chart e as yce,aspure as fnowe, 

Thou Ovale not feape calumny, ro a Nunnery got. 

Ofel. Alas, what change is this? 

Ham. But if thou wilt needes marry, marry afoole, 

For wilemen know well enough, 

What monftersyouinakeof them, to a Nunnery goe. 

Ofel. Pray God reftore him. 

Ham. ^ Nay, I haue heard ofyour paintings too, 

God hath giuen you one face, 

And you make yourfelues another, 

You tig, and you amble, sndyou nickname Gods creatures, 
Making your wantoimefle, yout ignorance, 

A pox, t’is feuruy, lie no more of it, ' « * 

1 1 hath made me inadde : He no more marriages, 

All that are married but one, (bail line, 

The rert fhal! kcepe as they are, to a Nunnery goe, 



Prince ofDentnark. 

To a Nunnery goe. exit. 

Ofe. Great Godof heauen, what a quicke change is this? 
The Courtier, ScholIer,Souldier, all in him. 

All daftu and fplinterd thence, O wows me, 

To a feene what I haOe feeaefee what I fee. exit. . 

King Loue? No, no, that’s not the caufe, Enter Kingand 
Some deeper thing it is that troubles him. Corambis. 

Cor. Wel,fomethingitis:my Lord, content you a while, 
I will my felfe goe feele himtlet me worke. 

He try him euery way : fee where he comes. 

Send you thole Gentlemen, let me alone 
T o finde the depth of this, away, be gone. exit King. 

Now my good Lord, do you know me? Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Y ea very well, y ’are a fhhmonger. 

Cor. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then Hr, I would you were fo hon eft a man. 

For to be honeft,as this agegoes. 

Is one man to be pickt out ril tenne thouland. 

(for. What doe you readonly Lord? 

Ham. Wordes,wordes. 

Cor. What’s the matter my Lord? 

Ham. Betweenewho? o 

Cor. I meane the matter you reade my Lord. 

Ham. Mary moft vile herefie: 

For here the Satyricall Satyre writes, 

That oldc men haue hollow eyes,weakebackcs, 

Grey beardes, pittifull weake hammes, gowty legges. 

All which fir, I moft potently belceue not: 

For fir, your felfe ftialbe oldc as I am. 

If like a Crabbc,vou could goe backeward. 

C«r. How pregnant his replies are, and full of wit: 

Yet at firft hetooke roefor a filhmonger: 

All this comes by loue,the vemencie of loue. 

And when I was yong, I was Very idle, 

And fuffered much extafie in loue, very neerc this: 

Will you walke out of the aire my Lord? 
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Ham. Into my grauc. 

fir. By the made that’s ou t of the aire indeed, 

"Very fhrewd anfwers, 

My lord I will take my Jcauc ofyou. 

Enter Gt Her si ere, and, T^effencraft. 

Ham. You can take nothing from me fir, 

3 will more willingly part with all, 

Olde doating foolc. 

Cor, Yon fccke Prince Hamlet, fee, there he is. exit. 

Gtl. Health to your Lordlhip. 

Ham. What, Gildcrftone;and RofTencraft, 

Welcome kinde Schoole-fellowcs to Slfanoure. 

Gil. We thanke your Grace, and would be very glad' 
You were as when we were at Wittenberg. 

Ham. I thanke you, but is this vifitation free of 
Your felucs, or were you not fent for? 

Tell me true, come, I know the epod King and Queene 
Sent for you, there is.a kinde of confeffionin your eye: 
Come, 1 know you were fent for. 

gi/. What fay you? 

Ham. Nay then I fee how the winde fits. 

Come, you were fent for. 

Reff. My lord, we were, and willingly if we might. 
Know the caufe and ground ofyour difeontent. 

Ham. Why I want preferment. 

%off. I thinke not fo my lord. 

Ham. Yes faith, this great world you fee contents me not, 
No nor the fpanglcd heauens.nor earth, nor fea, 

No nor Man that is fo glorious a creature, 

Contents not me, no nor woman too, though you laugh. 

Gtl. Mf lord, we laugh not at that. 

Ham. Why did you laugh then, 

When I faid,Mnn did not content mee? 

Gil. My Lord, we laughcd.whcn you faid, Man did not 
content you. . 

What entertainemest the P layers fiiall haue, 
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We boorded them a the way : they are comming to you. 
Ham. Players ,whatPlaycrs be they? 

%of. My Lord, the T ragedians of the Gtty, 

Thofe that you tooke delight to fee fo often. (flie? 

Ham. How comes it that they trauell? Do they grow re- 
Gil. No my Lord, their reputation holds as itwas wont. 
Ham. How then? 

gtl. Y faith my Lord, noueltie carries it away, 

For the principal! publike audience that 
Came to them, are t urned to pnuateplayes^ 

And to the humour of children. 

Ham. I doe not greatly wonder of it, 
Forthofethatwouldmake mops andmoes 
At my vnde, when my father liued, 

Now giue a hundred, two hundred pounds 
For his pifture : but they (hall be welcome. 

He that play es the King fhall haue tribute of me, 

The ventrous Knight fhall vfe his fbyle and target, 
Thelouer fhall figh gratis, 

The clowne fhall make them laugh (for’t. 

That are tickled in the lungs , or the blankeverfe fhall halt 
And the Lady fhall haue leaue to fpeake her minde freely. 

The Trumpet] found. Enter Cor ambit. 

Do you fee yonder great baby? 1 

He is not yet out of his fwadling clowts. 

Gil. That may be, for they fay an olde man 
Is twice a childe. (Players, 

Ham. He prophetic to you, hee comes to tell raee a the 
You fay true, a monday 1 aft, f was fo indeede. 

Cor. My lord, I haue news to tellyou. 

Ham. My Lord, I haue newes to tellyou: 

YlhenRoJfos was an Aftorin %ome. 

Cor. The Aft ors are come hither,my lord. 

H am. Buz, buz. 

Cor. Thebeft Aftorsin Chriftendomc, 

Either for Comedy, T ragedy, Hiftorie.Paftorall, 

E j Paftorall 
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TheT, Mgedk of. Hmlet 
Paftorall.HiftoricalbHiftoricall.Comicall, 

Comicall hi(loricall,PaftoraH, Tragedy hiftoricall: 

Seneca cannot be too heauy, no r Plato too light.’ 

For the la w hath writ thofe a rc meonelv men. 

Ha t O /^Tludge oflfrael! what atreafure hadft thou? 

Cor. VV’hy what a tfeafure had he my lord? 

Ham. W hy one faire daughter, and no more. 

The which heloued palling well. 

Cor. A,ftil harping a my daughter! well my Lord, j 
If you call me Iepha, I hane a daughter that 
I loue palling well. 

Ham. Nay that followes not. 

for. What followes then roy Lord? 

Ham. Why by lot, or God wot, or as it came to paffc, 
And fo it was, the firft verfe of the godly Ballet 
Wil tel you alhfor look you where my abridgement comes: 
W elcome maifters, welcome all, Enter players. 

What my olde friend, thy face is vallanced 
Since I fa w thee laft, corn’ll thou to beard mein Devmarkel 
My yong lady and miflris,burlady but your (you were: 
Ladilhip is gro wne by the altitude of a chopine higher than 
Pray God liryour voyce, like a peece ofvncurrant 
Golde, be not crack tin the ringreome on maifters, 
Weele cuen tool, like French Falconers, 

Flie at any thing we fee, come, a tafte oFyour 
Quallitie, a fipeech, a pafiionate fpeech. 

Players What Ipeech my good lord? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeakc a fpecch once, 

But it was neucr afted.'or if it were, 

Neuerabouetwicp, for as I remember, 

It pleafed not thevulgar,it was cauiary 

To the million : but to me 

And others, that receiued it in the like kinde, 

Cried in the toppe of their iudgements, an excellent play. 
Set downe with. as great tnodeftie as cunning: 

One laid there was no fallets in the lines to make the fauory, 

But 



Prince of T>enmxrh. 

But called it an honefl methode.as wholcfome as fiveete. 
v Come, a fpeech in it I chiefly remember 
Was a c£r>eas tale to Dido, 

And then cfpecially wherehe talkes of Princes {laughter, 
If it liue in thy memory beginneatthis line, 

Let me fee. 

Thew** d Pyrrus, like th’arganian bead: 

No t’is not Co, it begins with Pirrtu: 

O I haue it. 

The rugged 'Pirrtu, he whofe lableartnes, 

Elacke as his purpofe did the night refeniblc, 

When he lay couched in the ominous horfe, 

Hath now his blacke and gi imme complexion lifieered 
With Heraldry more difmall, head tofoote. 

Now is he fotall guife,horridely tricked 

With blood offiithers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Back’t and imparched in cal agulate gore. 

Rifted in earth and fire, olde grandfirc Pry am feckcs: 

So goe on. (accent. 

Cor. Afore God, my Lord, well fpoke, and with good 
Play'. Anone he finds him linking too fhort at Greeks, 
His antilie-fviiptd rebellious to his Arme, 

Lies where it falles,vnable to refill. . 

Pyrnu at Pryam driues, but all in rage, 

Strikes wide, but with the whiffe and winde < 

Ofhis fcllfword, th’unnerued father falles. 
for. Enough my friend, t’is too long. 

Ham. ft Ural! to the- Barbers with your beard: 

Apox, hee’sfora Jigge,or a tale ofbawdry. 

Or elfe he Herpes, come on to Hecuba, come. 

Play. But who, O who hadfeene themobled Queenc? 
Cor, Mobled Queenc is good,faith very good. 

Play. All in the alarum and feare of death rofevp. 

And ore her wcake and all ore-teeming loynes, a blancket 
And a kerchcron that hcad,wherc late the diademe ftoode. 
Who this hadfeene with tongue inuenom’d (pcech, 

*’ Would 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Would t re a foil haue pronounced, 

Forifthe gods thcmfelues had fcenehcr then. 

When Hie (aw Pirrtts with malitious fhokes/ 

Mincing her husbandes limbs. 

It would haue made milch the burning eyes ofhcaiicn, 
And paflion in the gods. 

Cor. Lookc my lord if he hathnot changde his colour, 
And hath tcaves in his eyes: no more good heart, no more. 

Ham. T’is well, t’ is very well, I pray my lord, 

Will you fee the Players well bellowed, 

I tell you they are the Chronicles 
And briefe abfti a£fs of the time, 

After your death I can tell you, 

Y on were better haue a bad Ep itceth, •_ 

Then their ill report while you liue. 

for. My lord, I will vfe them according to their deferts. 
Ham. O farre better man,vfeeuery man after his deferts, 
T hen who fhould fcape whipping? 

V fe them after your o wne honor and dignitie, . 

The lefle they deferue, the greater credit's yours. 

Cor. W elcome my good fello wes. exit. 

Ham. Come hither maifters, can you n otplay the mur- 
der oiGonfago? 
p layers Yes my Lord. 

Ham. And could’ft not thou for a neede ftudy me 
Some dozen or fixteenc lines, ■ 

Which I would fetdowneandinfert? 
players Yes very cafily my good Lord. 

Ham. T’is well, I thankcyou:follow thatlord: 

And doe you heare firs? take heede you mocke him not. 
Gentlemen, for your kindnes I thankeyou, 

And for a time I would dclire youleaue me. 

Gil. Our loue and duetieis at your commaund. 

Exeunt all but Hamlet. I 

Ham. Why what a dunghill idiote flaue am 12 
Why thefe Players here draw water from eyes: 




Prince of Denmark 

For Hecuba, why what is Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba? 
What would he do and if he had my Ioffe; 

His father murdred, and a Crowne bereft him. 

He would turne all his teares to droppes of blood. 

Amaze the ffanders by with his laments, 

Strike more then wonder in the iudiciall earcs, 

Confound the ignorant, and make mute the wife, 
Indeedehis paflion would bcgenerall. 

Yet I like to an affe and lohn a Dreames, 

Hauing my father murdred by a villain©. 

Stand frill, and let ltpaffc, why fure I am a coward: 
Whopluckes me by the beard, or twites my nofe, 

Giue’s me the liei’th throate downe to the lungs, 

Sure I fhould take it, or elfe I haue no gall, , 

Or by this I fhould afatfed all the region kites 
With this ff aues offcll, this damned villaine. 

Treacherous, bawdy, murderous villaine: 

Why this isbraue, that I thefonneofmy deare father, : 
Should like a fealion, like a very drabbe . . • > ’ 

Thus raile in wordcs. About my braine, 

I haue heard that guilty creatures fitting at a play. 

Hath, by the very cunning of the fccne,confeft a murder 
Committed long before. . 

This fpirit that 1 haue feenc may be the Diuell, 

And out of my weakeneffe and my melancholy, 

As he is very potent with fuch men. 

Doth feeke to damneme,I will haue founder proofes, 

The play s the thing, 

■Wherein I’le catch the confcicnce of the King. exit. 

Enter the King, Queens, and Lor ties. 

King Lordes, can you by no meanesfindc 
The caufe ofourfonne Hamlets lunacie? 

You being fo neerc in loue, cuen from his youth, 

Me thinkes fhould game more than a ftranger fhould. 

F Gib 
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Gtl. My lord, we haue done all the bell we could. 

To wring from him the caufc ofall his griefe, 
l^iit ftili he puts vs off, and by no meanes 
W ould make an anfwere to that we expofde. 

Rof Yet was he fomething more inclin’d to mirth 
before we left him, and l take it, 

He hath gmen order for a play tonight, 

At which hecraues vour highneffe company. 

Kmg With all our heart, it likes vs very well: 
Gentlemen, fecke (till to increa/c his mn th, 

Spare for no coif, cur coffers fhall be open, 

And we vnto your felues will ftill be thankefull. 

Both In all wee can, be fureyou /hall commaund. 
Queene Thankcs gentlemen, and whactheQueeneof 
May pleafure you, be fure you /hall not want. ( Denmark * 
<jil. Wcele once againe vnto the noble Prince. 

King Thanks to you both:Gertred you’l fee this piny. 
fhteene My lord I will, and it ioyes me at thefoule 
He is inclin’d to any kinde ofmirth. 

Cor. Madame, I pray be ruled by me: 

And my good Soueraigne,giuc me leaue to /peake. 

We cannot yet finde out the very ground 
Of his diftemperance, therefore 
J holdeit mecte,iffo it plcafeyou, 

El fe they (hall not rocete.and thus it is. 

Kmg Wh.it i ll forambis? ■ (done, 

Cor. Mary my good lord this/oone when the /ports are 
Madam, fend you in hafte to fpcake with him, 

And I my felfe will /land behind the Arras, 

There que/I ion you the caule ofall his griefe, 

And then inloueand nature vnto you,hcc’le tell you all: 
My Lord.how thinke you on’ti 

Kmg 1 1 likes vs well, Gerterd, what fay you? 

Qiiecxe With all my heart, foone will l fend for him. 
Cor. My felfe will be that happy meffenger, 

Who hopes his griefe will be reueal’d to her. exeunt omnts 

Snter 
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Cnur H(. mlet and the Tlayers. 

Ham. Pronounce me this fpcech trippingly a the tongue 

asltaughtthcei , 

Mary and you mouth it, as a many of your players do 
j’de rather hcare a towne bull bellow, 

Then fuch a fellow fpcake my lines. 

Nor do not faw the airc thus with your hands, 

But<»iueeuery thing his aftion with temperance. (fehow, 

0 it offends mec to the foule, to heare a rebufhous periwig 
To teare a paffion in totters, into very ragges, 

Tofplit the cares of the ignoraut.who for the (noifes, 
Moff parte are capable of nothing but dumbe (hewes and 

1 would hane fuch a fellow whipt,for o re doing, tarmagant 
It out, Herodes Herod. 

players My Lorde, wee haue indifferently reformed that 
among vs. 

Ham. The better, the better, mend it all together: 

There be fellowes that 1 hauefeene play, 

And heard others commend them, and that highly too, 

. That hauing neither the gate of Chriftian, Pagan, 

Nor Turke,hauefo flrutted and bellowed. 

That you would a thought, fome of Natures journeymen i 
Had made men, and not made them well, 

They imitated humanitie,fo abhominabla: 

Take beedc,auoyde it. 

players I warrant you my Lord. 

Ham. And doe you heare ? let not your Clowne fpcake 
More th - n is fet downe, there be of them I can tell you 
That will laugh them/eIues,to fet on fome 
Quantitie ot barren fpettators to laugh with them, 

Albeit there is fome neceflary point in the Play 
Then to be obferued: O f is vile, and /hewes 
A pittifull ambition in the foole that v/eth it. 

An d then you haue fome agen, that keepes one fate 
Ofiealts, as a man is knownc byonefute of 
Apparell,and Gentlemen quotcshisicaft s downe 

E 2 la 
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Jjn their tables, before they come to the play, as thus: 

1 Cannot you flay till I eate my porrige? and.you owe me 
A quarters wages:and, my coate wants a cullifon: 

And, your beere is fowrc:and, blabbering with his lips. 

And thus kcepingin his cinkapafe of icafts. 

< '"When, God knows, the wartne Clowne cannot makeaieft 
Vnlefle by chance, as the blindc man catcheth a hare: 
Maifters tell him of ir. 
players We will my Lord. 

Ham. Well, goe make you ready. exeunt players. 

Horatio. HecremyLord. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art eucn as iuft a man, 

As e’re my conuerfation cop’d withall. 

Hor. O my lord! 

Ham. Nay why ilrould Iflatter thee? 

Why fhould the poore be flattered? 

What game fhould I feceiue by flattering thet^ 

That nothing hath but thy good minde? 

Let fla ttery fi t on thofe time- pleafing tongs, 

T o glofe with them that loues to heare their praife, 

And not with fuch as thou Horatio. 

T here is a play to night, wherein one Sceane they haue 
Comes very neere the murder ofmy father, 

* When thou fhalt fire that Aft afoote, 

Marke thou the King, doe but obferue his lookes. 

For I mineeies will nuet to hisfice: 

And if he doc not bleach, and change at that, 

1 1 is a damned ghoft that we hauefecne. 

Horatio , haue a care, obferue him well. 

Hor. My lord, mine eies (hall flill be on his face. 

And not the fmalleft alteration 
T ha t fhall appeare in him , but! fhall note it. 

Ham. Harke, they come. 

E nter King, flutene, Cor ambU, and other Lords . (a play? 
Kmg Flow now (on Hamlet, h«w fare you, (hall we haue 
Ham, Y/aitlr the Camelions difh, not capon cratpm’d, 

feeds 
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feede athcayre. _ , r . 

I father : My lord, you playd in the Vmueifit.e. 

Cor. That I did my L: and I was counted a good attor. 
Ham. What did you enaft there? 

Cor. My lord, I did aft lultus Cafar , I was killed 
in the Capitoll,'B>'»tr« killed me. 

Ham. It was a bru tc parte of him, 

T o kill fo capitall a calfc. 

Come, be thefe Players ready? 

Qaeene Flamletcomefit downe by me. 

Ham. No by my faith mother, heere’s a mettle more at- 
Lady will you giue me leaue,and fo forth: (traftiuc: 

To lay my head in your lappe? 

Ofel. No my Lord. , (trary matters? 

* Ham. Vpon your lap, what do you thinke I meant con- 
"Enter in a Dumbe Shew, the King and the Cgueene, he (its 

downe in an tsdrbor, [he leaues him : Then enters Luci- , 
anus with poyfon tn a Vtall, andpowres it inhts ear es, and .■ 
goes away : Then the Q^eene commeth and findes him 
dead: and goes away with the other. 

Ofel. What meanes this my Lord? Enter the Trologue. 
Ham. This is myching Mallico, that meanes my chiefe. 
Ofel. What doth this meane my lord? $ 

Ham. you (hall heare anone, this fellow will tell you all. 
Ofel. Will he tell vs what this fhew meanes? 

Ham. I, or any fheyv you’le fhew him. 

Be not afeard to fhew, hee’le not be afeard to tell: 

O thefe Players cannot keepe counfell, thei’le tell all. 

Pro/. For vs, and for our T ra gedie, 

Fleere ftowpiug to your demencic. 

We begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. I’ft a prologue,or a poefie for a ring? 

• Ofel. T’is fhort my Lord. 

Ham. As womens loue. 

Enter the Tukeand Dutchejfe. 

Duke Full fortie yeares are part, their date is gone, 
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Since happy frmeioyn d both our hearts as one: 

And now the blood that fill’d my youthfull veines, 

Runnes weakely in their pipes, and all the ftraines 
Cf muficke, which whilome pleafde mine earc, 

Is now a burthen that Age cannot beare: 

And therefore fweete Nature rauft pay his due, 

Toheaucn rauft I, andlcaue the earth with you. 

‘ Dutchejfe O fay notfo,left that you kill my heart, 

When death takes you, let life from me depart. 

Duke Content thy felfc, w hen ended is my date, 

Thon maift(perchance)hauc a more noble mafe, 

More wife, more youthfull, ana one. 

< Dutchejfe O fpeakc no more for then lam accurft, 
None weds the fecond, b itfliekils thefirft: 

A fccond time I kill my Lord that’s dead, 

When fecond husband kiffes me in bed. 
ham. O wormewood,wormcwood ! 

T>uke I doe beleeue you fweete, what now you fpeakc, 
But what we doe determine oft we breake, 

For our demifes fill arc ouerthrowne, 

Our thoughts are ours, their end’s none of our ownc : 

So thinke you will no fccond husband wed, 

But die thy thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Dutchefe Both here and there purfue me lafting ftrife, 

If once a widdow,euer I be wife. 

Ham. If flic fliould breake now. 

Duke T’is deepely fworne.fweete leaue me here a while, 
My fpirites growe dull , and faine I would beguile the tedi- 
ous time with fleepc. 

, Dutchejfe Sleepe rockc thy braine, t , , 

And neuer come mifchancc betweene vs twaine. exit Lady 
Ham. Madam, how do you like this play? 

Queene The Lady proterts too much. 
ham. O but fhee’le keepe her word. 

Kmg Haue you heard theargument, is there no offence 
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Ham No offence in the world, poyfon in ieft.poifon in 

Km What do you call the name of the play? 

Ham. Moufe-trapimary how trapicallyuhis play is ^ 

Theimage oFa murder done m my ana, Alherm __ bidfUU H 

Was the Dukes name, his w&Bgm, 

Father, it is a knauifh peecea workeibut what J 

^that/htouchcthnotvs,yoiianJ I that haue free 
Soules, let the galld iade wince, this is one 
Lucianos nephew to the JCmg-j PuaA . . 

Ofel. Ya’re as good as a Chorus my lord. 

Ham. I could interpret the loue you beare , irilawetne 
poopies dallying. 

Ofel. Y’are very pleafantmy lord. 

Ham. Who I, your onlie jig-maker, why what Ihouldc 
a man do but be merry? for looke how cheerefully my mo- 
ther lookes, my father died within tliefe two houres. 

Ofel. Nay, t’is twice two months,my Lord. 

Ham. T wo months, nay then let the diuell weare blacke, 

For i’le haue a fute of Sables: lefu;, two months dead. 

And not forgotten yet? nay then there’s fome 
Likelyhood, a gentlemans death may outline memoric, 

But by my faith hee muft build churches then. 

Or els hee muft follow the olde Epitithe, 

With hoh, with ho, thehobi-horfe is forgot. 

Ofel. Yourieftsarekcene my Lord. 

Ham. It would coft you a groning to take them off. 

Ofel. Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you muft take your husband, begin. Murdrcd 
Begin, a poxe, leaue thy damnable faces and begin, 

Come, the erelong rauen doth bellow forreuenge. 

Murd. Thoughts blacke, hands apt, drugs fit, and time 
Confederate feafon, elfe no creature feeing: (agreeing. 

Thou mixture rancke, of midnight weedes collected, 

With Hecates bane thrift blaftcd, thrift infected. 

Thy naturall magicl<e,and dire propertie. 

One wholefomdife vfurps immediately. exit. 

Ham. 
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Ham. He poyfons him for his c Aate. 

King Lights, I will to bed. 

Cor. The king rifes, lights hoe. 

Exeunt King and Lordet. 

Ham. What, frighted with falfe fires? 

Then let the flricken decre goe wcepe, 

T he Hart vngallcd play, 

For fome mult laugh, while fome muft weepe. 

Thus runncs the world away. 

Hor. The king is mooued mv lord. 

Hor. I Horatio , i’lc take the Ghofts word 
For more then all the coyne in T)cnmarke. 

Enter %offencraft and (jilderjlone. 

Rof, Now my lord, how i'ft with you? 

Ham. And if the king like not the tragedy, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdy. 

%of W e arc very glad to fee your grace fo pleafant, 

My good lord, let vs againe intreate (ture 

To know of you the ground and caufe of your diftempcra- 

Cjtl. My'lord, your mother cranes to fpeake with you. 

Ham. We fhall obey, were flic ten times our mother. 

%of. But my good Lord, (hall I intreate thus much? 

Ham. I pray will you play rpcn this pipe? 

Tyo(f. Alas my lord I cannot. 

Ham. Pray will you. 

Gil. I haue no skill my Lord. 

Ham. why looke, it is a thing of nothing, 

T’is but flopping of thefc holes. 

And with a little breath from your lips, 

It will giue moft delicatemufick. 

Gil. But this cannot wee do my Lord. 

Ham. Pray now, pray hartily, 1 befeech you. } 

Rot. My lord wee cannot. | me ' 

Ham. Why how vnworthy a thing would you mateot 
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You would fecme to know my flops, you would play vpon 
You would fcarch the very inward part oftny hart, mee, 

And diueinto the fecrect of my foule. 

Zownds do you thinkc lam eafier to be pla’yd 
On, then a pipe ? call race what Inftrument 
You will, though you can frett mee, yet you can not 
Play vpon mee, befidcs,to be demanded by a fpunge. 

Rof. How a fpunge my Lord? 

Ham . Ifir,afpunge, that fokesvp the longs 
Countenance, fauours, and rewardes, that makes 
His liberalitie your ftore houfe : but fuch as you, 

Do the king, in the end,befl feruifej 

For hee doth keep you as a n Ape doth mutes. 

In the corncrof his law, ifirft mouthes you, 
ThenlwaHowes you : fo when hee hath need 
Of you, fis but fqueefing of you, 

And fpunge.you (hall be dry againe, you fliall. 

%of. Wcl my Lord wee’le take our leave. 

Ham Farewell, farewell, God blefleyou. 

Exit Rojfencraft and gilder font,. 
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Cor. My lord, the Qucene would fpeake with you. 

Ham. Do you fee yonder clowd in the fhapeof a camcfl? 
Car. T Is like a camcll in deed. 

H<w». Now me thinkes it’slike a weafol. V 
£or. T*is back’t li ke a wcafell. y 

Ham. Or like a whale " ' 

for. Very like a whale. exit Coram. 

Ham. Why then tell my mother i’lc come by and by. 
Good night Horatio. 

Hor. Good night vnto your Lordlhip. exit Horatio. 
Ham. My mother (lie hath font to fpeake with me; 

O God, let nc’re the heart of Nero enter 

This foft bofome. 

ifit me be cruell, not vnnaturalL 
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I will fpeake daggers, thofc fharpe wordes being fp cm 
1 o doe her wrong my foule (hall ne’re confent. I L 
Surer the King. 

King O that this wet that falles vpon my face 
Would wafli the crime cleerefrom my conkience' 
When I looke vp to heauen,! feemy trefpaffc, 

Theearth doth ftill crieout vpon myfaft. 

Pay me the murder of a brother and a kii^, 

And the adulterous fault I haue committee!: 

0 thefe are finnes that are vnpardonable: 

Why fay thy finnes wcreblacker then isicat, 

Y et may contrition make them as white as fnowc: 

1 but ftill to perfeuer in a finne, 

It is an aft gainft the vniuerfall power, 

Moft wretched iHan,ftoope,bend thee to thy prayer, 
Aske grace of heauen to kcepetheefrom defpaire. 

bee kveeles. enters Hamlet 



Ham. I fo, comeforth and workethy laft. 

And thus hec dies : and fo am I reuenged: 

No, not fo: he tooke my father ■flecping.his fins brim full, 
And how his foule ftoode to the ftate ofiheauen 
Who knowes, faue the immortall powies. 

And (hall I kill him now, fa ’ ,■ .• 

Whenhcispurgingofhtsfoulc? ■ 

Making his way for heauen ,th}sk a benefit, 
Andnotreuenge:no,gettheevp,agen, (drunke, 

When hee s atgacnefwating, ta long his carowk, drinking 
Or in the incdinens pkafureef bis bed, 

Or at fome aft that hath no relifh 
O f fal u at toni n't, /hen trip Jri to 
T hat his hedcsstoayfcicke at (heauen, 

And fall as lowe as hel:-roy molherilayes, 

T his phifickc but prolongs thy weary day**. exit Ham. 

King My wordes fly vp,my finnes remaine below. 

No 
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No Kiftg on earth isfafe, if Gods his foe. exit King. 

Enter Qneene and Cor ambit. 

Cor. Madame,! heare yong Hamkt comming, 
l ie (hrowde my felfe behinde the Arras. exit (or. 

Queene Do fo my Lord. 

Ham. Mother, mother, O are you here? 

How i'ft with you mother? 

Queene How i’ft with you? 

Ham, l ie tell you, but firft weelc make all (afe. 

Queene Hamlet, thou haft thy father much offended. 
Ham. Mother, you haue my father much offended. 
Queene How now boy? 

Ham. How now mother! come here,fit downe, for you 
{hall heare roe fpeake. 

Queene What wilt thou doe? thou wilt not murder me : 
Helpehoe. 

Cor. HelpefbrthcQuccne. 

Ham. I a Rat, dead for a Duckat. 

Ra£h intruding foole, farewell, 

I tooke thee for thy better. 

Queene Hamlet, what haft thou done? 

Ham. Notfo much harme, good mother, 

As to kill a king, and marry with his brother. 

Queenc How! kill a king! 

Ham. I a Kingmay fit you downe, and ere you part, 
Ifyou be made of penitrable ftuffe, 

He make your eyes looke downe into your heart. 

And fee how horride there and blacke it fhews. (words? 

Queens Hamlet, what mean'll thou by thefe killing 
Ham. Why this I meane, fee here, behold this pifture, 
It is the portraiture, of your deccafed husband. 

See here a face, to outface Mars himftlfe, 

An eye, at which his foes did tremble at, 

Afrontwhcrin all vertuc. ire fe t downe 
For to adorne a king, and guild his crowne, 

Whofe heart went handin hand cuen with that vow, 
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He made to you in marriage, and heis dead; 

Murdred, damnably murdred,this was your husband, 
Looke you now, here is your husband, 

With a race like Vulcan. 

A looke fit for a murder and a rape, 

A dull dead hanging looke, and a hell-bred eie. 

To affright children and amaze the world: 

And this fame hauc you left to change with this. 

W hat Diucll thus hath cofoned you at hob-tnaa blinde? 

A l baric you eyes and can you looke on him 
That flew my father, and your decre husband, 

Toliue in the inccftuous plcafureof his bedi 
gueene O Hamlet, fpeake no more. 

Haw. To leauc him that bare a Monarkes minde, 

For a king of clowts, of very threads. 

Jjheeene Swccte Hamlet ceafe. 

Ham. Naybutftilltoperfiftanddwellinfinnc, 

T o fwcate vndcr the yoke ofinfamie, 

T o make increafe of Ihame, to feale damnation. 
gueene Hamlet, no more. 

Ham. Why appetite with you is in thewaine. 

Your blood rtinnes backcward now from whence it came, 
Who le chide hole blood within a Virgins heart, 

When lufl fhall dwell within a matrons breaft? 

Qtteene Hamlet, thou dearies my heart in twaine. 

Ham. O throw away the worfer part of it,ahdkeepe the 
better. 

Enter the ghosl in hu n igbtjowne. 

Ssueme,faue me, you gratious 
Powers aboue ,and houer ouer mce. 

With your celcftiall wings. 

Doe you not come yourtardy fonne to chide, 

That I thus long haue let reuengc flippe by? 

O do not glare with lookes fo pittifull.' 

Left that my heart offtone yeclde to compafiion, 



Frince of Denmarke. 

And euery part that (hould a (lift reuengc, 

Forgoe their proper powers, and fall to pitty. 

Ghojl Hamlet, I once againe appear c to thee. 

To put thee in remembrance of my death: 

Dec not negled, nor longtime put it off. 

But 1 perceiue by thy diftraded lookes, * un ' 

Thy mother’s fearefull, and flic ftands amazdc: 

Speake to her Hamlet, for her fex is weake. 

Comfort thy mother, Hamlet, thinke on me. 

Ham. How i’ft with you Lady? 

Quecne Nay, how i'ft with you 
That thus you bend your eyes on vacancie. 

And holde difeourfe with nothing but with ayre? 

Ham. Why docyou nothing hcarc? 

Queene Not I. 

Ham. Nor doe you nothing fee?" 
gueene No neither. (habite 

Ham . No, why fee the king itiy father, my father, in th« 
As he liued, looke you how pale he lookes, 

§ec how he fteales away out of the Portall, 

Looke, there he goes. exit ghojl. 

gueene Alas, it is the wcakeneue of thy braine. 

Which makes thy tongue to blazon thy hearts griefe; 

But as I hauea foule,Ifwcare by heauen, 

I neucr knew of this tnoft horride murder: 

But Hamlet, this is onely fantafie. 

And for my loue forget theft idle fits. 

Ham. Idle, no mother, my pulfe doth beatelike yours, 

It is not madnefle that poffeflcth Hamlet. 

O mother, if euer you did my dcare father loue, 

Forbeare the adulterous bed to night. 

And win your felfe by little as you may. 

In time it may be you wil lothehim quite: 

And mother, but aflift mee in reuenge. 

And in his death your infamy fhall die. 
flwene Hamlet, I vow by that maiefty, 
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That knowcs our thoughts, and lookes into our hearts, 
I will conceale,confcnt,and doe ray beft. 

What ftratagemfoe’re thou (halt dcuife. 

Ham. It is enough, mother good night: 

Come fir, l ie prouide for you a grauc, 

Whowasin 1 '' ~ 



8nter the King and Lordes. 

King Now Gcrtred, what fayes our fonne,how doe y 
finde him? 

Quetne Alas my lord, as raging as the fea: 

Whenas he came, I firft befpakc him faire, 

But then he thro wes and tofles me about, 

As one forgetting that I was his mother: 

At laft I call'd for help : and as I cried forambis 
Call’d, which Hamlet no fooner heard, but whips me 
Out his rapier, and cries, a Rat,a Rat, and in his rage 
The good oldc man he killes. 

King Why this his madnefTe will vndoe our ftate. 
Lordes goe to him, inquire the body out. 

Gil. We will my Lord. Exeunt Lordes. 

King Gcrtred, your fonne fhall prefently to England 
His (hipping is already furnifhed, 

And we haue lent by Rojfencrafi and Gilder Hone, 

Our letters to our deare brother of England, 

For Hamlets welfare and his happinefl'e: 

Happly theaireand climate of the Country 
May pleafe him better than his natiue home: 

See where he comes. 

Enter Hamlet and the Lordes. 

Gtl. My lord, we can by no meanes 
Know of him where the body is. 

King Now fonne Hamlet, where is this dead body? 

Ham. At fupper, not where he is eating,but 

Where 



: a rooulh prating knaue. 

Exit Hamlet with the dead body. 




Tr'mceof Denmark. 

Where he is eaten, a certain: company of poliricke wormes 

areeuennowathim. 

Father, yourfatte King, and your leanc Beggar 
Arc but variable feruices, two difhes to one mefle: 
Lookeyou, a man may fifh with that worme 
That hath eaten of a King, 

And a Beggar cate that fifh. 

Which that worme hath caught. 

King What of this? 

Ham. .Nothing father, but to tell you, how a King 
May go a progrcfle through the guttes of a Beggar. 

King But fonne Hamlet , where is this body? 

Ham. In heau n,if you chance to mifle him there. 

Father, you had beft looke in the other partes below 
For him, aud if you cannot finde him there, 

You may chance to nofe him as you go vp the lobby. 

King Make hafte and finde him out. 

Ham. Nay doe you heare? do not make too much hafte, 
I’le warrant you hee’le ftay till you come. 

King Well fonne Ham/et,wcin care ofyousbut fpecially 
m tender preferuation of your health, 

The which we price euen as our proper fclfe. 

It is our minde you forthwith goe for England, 

The winde fits faire, you fhall aboordc to night. 

Lord Kpffencraft and Gilder stone (ball goe along with you. 

Ham. O with all my heart tfarewel mother. 

King Y our louing father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother I fay : you married my mother. 

My mother is your wife, roan and wife is one flefb, 

And fo(my mother)farewcl:for England hoe. 
exeunt all but the king. 

king Gcrtred, leaue me, 

And take your lcauc of Hamlet , 

T o England is he gone, ne’re to returner 
Our Letters are vnto the King of England, 

T hat on the fight of them, on his allcgcance, 

He 
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He prefcntly without demaunding why. 

That Hamlet loofe his head,for he muft die. 

There’s more in him than (hallow eyes can fee: 

He once being dead, why then our ftatc is free, exit. 

Enter Fortenbraffe, Drumme and Souleders , 

Tort. Captainc, from vs goe grecte 
The king of Denmarke: 

T ell him that Fortenbraffe nephewto old Norway, 

Craucs a free pafle and conduit oner his land. 

According to the Articles agreed on: 

You know our Randevous, goe march away, exeunt aU. 

enter King and ffueene. 

King Hamlet it (hip’t for England,farc him well, 

I hope to hcare good newes from thence ere long, 

If euery thing fall out to our content. 

As I doe make no doubt but (o it (hall. 

Qneene God grant it may,heau ns keep my Hamlet fafee 
But this mifchanccofolde Ctrambis death. 

Hath pierfedfo theyong Ofeltaes heart, 

That (he, poorc maide, is quite bereft her wittes. 

King Alas decrcheatt! Andon thcother fide, 

We vndcrftand her brother’s come from France, 

And he hath halfe the heart of all our Land, 

And hardly hee’le forget his fathers death, 

Vnlefleby (bme meancs he be pacified. 
flu. O fee where the yong Ofelia isl 

Enter Ofelia flaying on a Lute, and her hajr* 
dorrnejinging. 

Ofelia How (hould I your true Iouc know 
From another man? 

By his cockle hattc, and his ftaffc, . 
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And his fandall (hoone. 

White his (hrowde as mountainc fnowe, 

Larded with fwcetc flowers, 

That beweptto the graue did not goe 
With truclouers (bowers: 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, 

At his head a grade greene turffe, 

At his heeles a (done. 

king How i ft with you fweetc Ofelia! 

Ofelia Well God yeeld you, 

It grieues me to fee how they laid him in the cold ground, 
I could not chufe but weepe: 

And will he not come againc? 

And will h'e not come againc? 

No,no,hec’s gone, and we caft away mone, 

And he neuer will come againc. 

His beard as white as fnowe: 

AH flaxen was his pole, # 

He is dead, he is gone, 

And we caft away moane: ^ , * 

God a mercy on his foule. 

And of all chriften (oulcs I pray God. 

God be with you Ladies, God be with you. exit Ofelia . 

king A pretty wretch! this is a change indeede: 

O Time, how fwiftly runnes our ioyes away? 

Content on earth was neuer ccrtaine bred, 

T o day we laugh and liue, to morrow dead. 

How now, what noyfe is that? 

txi noyfe within. enter Leartei. 

Lear. Stay there vntill I come, 

O thou vilde king,giuc me my father: 

Speake, fay, where’s ray father? 

king Dead. , 

f Lear. Who hath tnurdred him? fpeake,i le not 
Be juggled with, for he is murdred. 

Queen e True, but not by him. 



Leartet 
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Lear. By whome, by heart n I’le be refolued. 

king Let him goe Gertred, away, I fearc him not, 

There’s fuch diuinitie doth wall a king, 

That treafon dares not lookeon. 

Let him goe (fertred, that your father is murdred, 

T’is true, and we mod foty for it, 

Being the chiefeft pillcr ofour ftate: 

Therefore will you like a mod defperate gamflej, 
Swoop-flake-hke.draw at friend, and foe, and all? 

Lear. To his good friends thus wide I’lc ope mine arms, 
And locke them in my hart, but to his foes, 

I will no reconcilement but by bloud. 

king W hv now you fpeake like a mod louing (bnne: 

A nd that in (bule we fbrrow for for his death. 

Your fclfe ere long fhall be a witnefle, 

Meane while be patient, and content your felfe. 

Enter Ofelia before. 

Lear. Who’s this , Ofelia? O my decrefifter! 

I’d pofflble a yong maides life. 

Should be as mortall asanoldemap ilawe?, 

O heau’ns themfelues! how now Ofeha? 

Ofel. Wcl God a mercy, I a bin gathering of floures 
Here .here is rew for you, 

Y ou may call it hearb a grace a Sundayes, 

Heere’s fomc for me too : you muft weare your rew 
With a difference, there’s a dazic. 

Here Lone, there’s rofemary for you 
For remembrance : I pray Loue remember, 

And there’s panfeyfor thoughts. 

Lear. A document in madnes, thoughts, remembrance: 
O God,0 God! 

Ofeha There is fcnnell for you,T would a giu’n you 
Some violets, but they all withered, when 
Mv father died : alas, they fay thcowle was 
A Bakers daughter, we fee what we are, 

But can not tell what we (hall be. 

For 
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For bonny fwcete Robin is all my ioy. 

Lear. Thoughts & afflictions, torments worfe than hell. 
Ofel. Nay Louc,I pray you make no words of this now: 
I pray now, you (hall fing a downe, 

And you a downe a, t’is a the Kings daughter* 

And the falfc Reward, and if any body 
Aske you of any thing, fay you this. 

/ To morrow is faint Valentines day, 

All in the morning betime. 

And a maide at your window, 

To be your V alentine: 

. The yong man rofe, and dan’d his clothes, 

And dupt the chamber doore. 

Let in the maide, that out a maide 
Neuer departed more. 

Nay I pray marke now. 

By giflc,and by faint Charitie, 

Away,and fie for fiiame: 

Yong men will doo’t when they come too * 

By cocke they are too blame. 

Quoth flic, before you tumbled me. 

You promifed me to wed. 

So would I a done, by yonder Sunnc, 

If thou hadfi not come to my bed. 

So God be with you all, Godbwy Ladies. 

God bwy you Loue. exit Ofelia. 

Lear. Gricfe vpon griefe, my father murdered. 

My filler thus diflra&ed: 

Curfcd be his foule that wrought this wicked a£l. 

king Content you good Leartes for a time. 

Although I know your griefe is as a floud, 

Brimme full of forrow, but forbeare a while, 

And thinke already the reuenge is done 
On him that makes you fuch a hapleffc Tonne. 

Lear, Y ou haue preuail’d my Lord, a while I’lc ftriuc, 
T o bury griefe within a tombe of wrath, 
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Which once vnbeatfed, then the world fhall hear e 
Lcartes had a father he held deere. 

king N o more of that, ere many dayes be done, 

You lliall heare that you do not drcame vpon. exeunt om, 
Enter Horatio and the Queene. 

Hor. Madame, your fonne is fafe arriv’de in Denmarke , 
This letter I eueji now receiv’d of him, 

Whereas he writes how he efcap’t the danger, 

And fubtle treafon that the king had plotted. 

Being crolTed by the contention of the windes, 

He found the Packet fent to the king of England^ 

Wherein he faw himfelfe betray’d to death. 

As at his next conuerfion with your grace, 

He will relate the circumftance at full. 

Jgueene T hen I perceiue there’s treafon in his lookes 
That feem'd to fugar o re his villanic: 

But I will foothe and pleafe him for a time. 

For murderous n.indes arealwayes jealous, 

But know not you Horatio where he is? 

Hor. Y es Madame, and he hath nppoynted me 
To mcete hint on the eafl fide of the Critic- 
To morrow morning. 

-Queene O fade not, good Horatio, andwithall, com- 
A mothers care to him, bid him a while (mend me 

Be wary of his prefence, left that he 
Fade in that he . goes' abou t. 

Hor . Madam, riciier make doubt of that: 

I thinke by this the news be come to court: 

He is arriv’de, obferue the king, and von (hall 
Quickely f\nde, Hamlet being here, 

Things fell not to his minde. 

Queen e Rut what bccameofff ildertt oxeiwid Rojfencraft* 

Hor. He being fetafhore, they went for England, 

And in the Packet there writ down that doome 
T o be perform’d on them poynted for him: 

And by great chance he had his fathers Seale, 



So 
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So all was done without difeouerie. 

Qnecne Thankes be to heauen for bleflmg ofthc prince, 
Horatio once againe I take my Jeaue, 

With thowfana mothers blcffings to my fonne. 

Hor.tt. Madam adue. 

Enter King and Leartes. '' 

King. Hamlet from England 1 , is it poflible? 

What chance is this? they are gone,and he come home. 

Lear. O he is welcome, by my foulc he is: 

At it my iocund heart doth leape fbrioy, 

That 1 fhall liue to tell him, thus he dies. 

king Leartes, content you r felfe,be ruldc by me. 

And you fhall haueno let for your reuenge. 

Lear. My will, not all the world. 

King NaybutLeartes,marke the plot I hauelayde, 

I haue heard him often with a greedy wifh, 

Vpon fome praife that he hath heard of you 
T ouching your weapon, which with all his heart. 

He might be once tasked for to try your cunning. 

Lea. And how for this? 

King Mary Leartes thus : Fie lay a wager, 

Shalbe on Hamlets fide, and you fhall giue the oddes, 

The which will draw him with a more defire, 

To try the maiftry, that in tweluevenies 

You gaine not three of him : now this being granted. 

When you are hot in midftofallyour play. 

Among the fovlcs fhali a keene rapier lie,. . 

Steeped in a mixture of deadly poyfbn, 

Thatifitdrawes but the leaftdramme of blood. 

In any part of him, he cannbtliue: 

This being done will free youfrom fufpition. 

And not the decreft friend that Hamlerlovdc 
Will euer haue Leartes in fufpett. , > 

■ Lear. My lord, I like it well: 

But fay lord Hamlet fhould refufc this match. 

King I’le warrant you,wec’le put on you 
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Si ch a report of fingularitie. 

Will bring him on, although againft his vvifl. 

And left that all ftiould mifte, 

I’le hauc a potion that fhall ready ftand. 

In all his hcate when that he calles for dtinkc, 

Shall be his period and our happinefle. 

Lear. T is excellent, O would the time were come! 

H ere comes the Quecne. enter the gueene. 

king How now Gei trcd,why looke you hcauily? 
gueene O my Lord, the yong Ofelia 
Hauing made a garland offundi v fortes of flou res, 
Sitting vpon a willow by a brooke. 

The enuious fprig broke, into the brooke Are fell, 

And for a while her clothes fpread wideabroade, 

Bore the yong Lady vp: and there (he fate failing, 

Eucn Mermaide-like, twixt heauenand earth, 
Chaunting olde fundry tunes vncapablc 
As it were of her diftreffe, but long it could not be. 

Till that her clothes, being heauy with their drinkc, 
Dragg’d the fwcete wretch to death. 

Lear. So,(he is drownde: 

Too much of water haft thou Ofelia , 

Therefore I will not drownc thee in my teares, 
Reuenge it is rauft yecld this heart rcleefe, 

For woe begets woc,and griefe hangs on griefc. 

enter Clowne and an other . 

Clovene I lay no, Ihe ought not to be buried 
In chriftian buriall. 

2. Why fir? 

Cloxne Mary bccaufe fhce’s drownd. 

2, But (he did not drownc her fclfe. 

Clotene No, that’s certaine,thc water drown d her. 

2. Yea but it was againft her will. ,, 

Clorvne No, I deny that, for looke you fir, I ftand ha 
Ifthe water come to me, I drownc not my felfe: 

But if I goc to the water, and ana there drown d, 



exeunt, 
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Lreo I am guiltic of my owne death: 

Y arc gone, goc y’are gone fir. 

2 . I but fee, fhe hath chriftian buriall, 

Becaufe flie is a great woman. 

Clewne Mary more’s the pitty, that great rolke 
Should haue more authoritie to hang or drownc 
Themfelues, more than other people: 

Goe fetch me a ftope of drinke, but before thou 
Gocft, tell me one thing, who buildes ftrongeft, 

Ofa Mafon, a Shipwright, or a Carpenter? 

2 , Why a Mafon, for he buildes all of ftone, 

And will indure long. 

Clowne That’s prety,too’tagen,too’tagcn. 

2 . Why then a Carpenter,forhe buildes the gallowes, 
And that brings many a one to his long home. 

Clowne Prety agen, the gallowes doth well,mary howe 
dooesitwell 5 the gallowes dooes well to thcrathat doe ill, 
goe get thee gone: 

And if any one askc thee hereafter,(ay, 

AGraue-maker,for thehoufes he buildes 

Laft till Doomcf-day. Fetch me a ftope of beere, goe. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

(flowne A picke-axc and a fpadc, 

A fpndefor and a winding iheete, 

Moft fit it is, for twill be made, he t hr owes vp afhoHct. 

Fer fuch a gheft moft mecte. 

Ham. Hath this fellow any feeling ofhimfelfe, 

That is thus merry in making of a graue? 

See how the flaue joles their heads againft the earth. 

Hor. My lord, Cuftome hath made it in him feeme no- 
Clowne A pick-axe and a fpade,a (pade, (thing. 

For and a winding fheete, 

Moft fit it is for to be made. 

For fuch a gheft moft meet. ' \ 

Ham. Looke you, there’s another Horatio. 

Why 
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Why mai’t not be the fcull offome Lawyer? 

Me thinkes he fhould indite that fellow 
Ofan action of Batterie,for knocking 
Him about the pate witli’s (houelmow where isyour 
Quirkes and quillets no w ; your vouchers and 
Double vouchers, your leafes and free-holde, 

And tenements? why that fame boxc there will fearfe 
Holde the conOeiance of his land, and mull 
The honor lie there? O pitttfulltransformancel 
Iprethec tell me Horatio , 

Is parchment made of fheep- skinnes? 

Her. 1 my Lorde, and of calues- skinnes too. 

Ham. I faith they prooue themfelues (heepe aud calues 
That deale with them, or put their truft in them- 
T here s another, why may not that be (uch a ones 
Scull, that pr aifed my Lord fuch a ones hoi Te, 

When he meant to beg him? Horatio , I prethee 
Lets queftion yonder fellow/ 

How my friend, whofe grade is this? 

flowne Mine fir. re 

Ham. But who muft lie i n it? . ^ 

Home If 1 fliouldfay.I lhould,I firould lie in my throat 

Ham. What man mutt be buried here? 
flowne Homanfir, L 

Ham. What woman? • , , 

Qowne. No woman neither fir, but indeede 
Onethatwasa woman. , 

Ham. An excellent fellow by the Lord 
T his feauen yeareshaue I noted it : the toe of the petant, 
Comes fo necre the hecle of the courtier, 

That hee.gawles his kibe,I prethee teUinee one : thin , 
How long will a man lie in the ground before hce rots. 

' Clowne I faith fir, if hee be notrotten before 
He be laidc in, as we haue many pocky corles. 

He will laft you, eightyeares, a tanner 
Will laft you eight ycares full out, or nine. 
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Ham. And why a tanner? - 

Clowne Why his hide is fo tanned with his trade, 

That it will holde ou t water, that’s a parlous 
Pcuourer of your dead body, a great foaker. 

Looke you, hcres a fcull hath bin here this dozen yearc, 

Let me fee, I euer fincc out daft king Harhlet > o- 3 >U aqVjo.J 
Slew Fortenbrajft incombat,yong Hamlets father, 

Hee that’s mad. 

Ham. I raary,how came he madde? 

flowne Ifaith very ftrangely, by loofing of his Wittes. 

fc^.Vpon what ground? 

flowne A this ground, in Denmarkf. 

Ham. Where is he now? 

Clowne Why now they fent him to England. 

Ham. To England! wherefore? 

clowne Why they fay he ihall haue his wittes there. 

Or if he haue not,t’is no great matter there. 

It will not be feene there. 

Ham. Why not there? 

C/ewne Why there they fay the men are as mad as he. 

Ham. Whofe fcull was this? 

Clowne This,a plague on him,a madde rogues it was, 
He powred once a whole flagon of Rhenifh of my head. 
Why do not you know him? this was one Torickes fcull. 

Ham. Was this?] prethee let me fee it, alas poore Toricke 
I knew him Heratie, 

Afcllow ofinfinite mirth, he hath caried mee twenty times 
vpon his backe, here hung thofe lippes that I haue Kiffed a 
hundred times, and to fee, now they abhorre me : Whercs 
your iefts now Toricke l your flaChcs of meriment : now go 
to my Ladies chamber , and bid her paint her felfe an inch 
thicke , to this fhc muft come Toricke. Horatio , I prethee 
tell me one thing, dooft thou tbjnke that Alexander looked 
thus? 

Hor. Euenfomy Lord. 

Ham. Aud finch thus? 

I Hor. 




ThcT ragedic ef Hamlet 
Her. I my lord, no othcrwifc. 

Han*. No, why might not imagination worlce, as thus of 
Alexander, Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander 
became earth, ofcarth we make clay, and Alexander bem* 
but clay, why might not time bring to paffe,that he mieht 
ftoppe the boung hole ofa beerc bavrcll? & 

Imperious Cafar dead and turnd to day. 

Might fioppe a hole, to keepe the winde away . 

Enter King and gtteene, Leartes, and other lordes, 
with a Trieft after the coffin. 

Ham. What funerall s this that all the Court laments?' 

It (hews to be fomc noble parentage: T 7 1 r^ : 

Stand by a while. 

Lear. What ceremony elfe? fay, what ceremony clfcl 
•priejl My Lord, we haue done all that lies in vs. 

And more than well the church can tolerate, 

She hath had a Dirge fungfor her maiden foule: 

And but for fauour of the king, and you. 

She had beene buried in thcopen fieldes, 

Where now (heis allowed chriftian buriall. 

Lear. So, I tell thee churlifh Prieft, a minifiring Angell 
(lull my fifter be, when thou lieft howling. 

Ham. The fatte Ofelia dead! : 

gueene Swectcs to the fwcete, farewell: 

1 had thought to adornc thy bridalc bcd,faire raaide. 

And not to follow thee vnto thy graue. 

Lear. Forbeare the earth a while: fifter farewell: 
Leartes leapes into the grane. 

Now powre your earth on, Olympus hie, 

And make a hill to o’re top olde c Pellon\ Hamlet leapes 

Whats he that coniurcs fo? in after Leartes 

Ham. Beholde tis I, Hamlet the Dane. 

Lear. T he diuell take thy foule. 

Ham. O thou praieft not well, 

1 prethee take thy hand from off my throate, 

For there is fometbing in me dangerous, 

Which 
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which let thy wifedomc fcarc, holdc off thy hand: 

I lou’de Ofelia as deere as twenty brothers could: 

Shew me what thou wilt doe forher: 

Wilt fight, wilt faft. wilt pray, 

Wilt drinke vp vcffels ,eate a crocadi’c? He doot: 

Coin’d thou hereto whine? 

And where thou talk’d of burying tlicea lire, 

Here let vs ftand : and let them throw on vs, 

Whole hills of earth, till with the heighth thcrof, 
MakcOofellasa Wart. . 

Kmg. Forbeare Leartes , now is hee mad, as is the fea, 
Anopc as milde and gentle as a Doue: 

Therforc a while giuc his wilde humour (cope. 

Ham. W hat is the reafon fir that you wrong mee thus? 

I neuer gaue you caufe : but ftand away, 

A Cat will mcaw, a Dog will haue a day. 

Exit Hamlet and Horatio. 

Qutene. Alas, it is his tnadnei makes him thus. 

And not his heart, Leartes. 

King. My lord, t’isfo : but wee’le no longer trifle, 

This very day (hall Hamlet drinke his laft. 

For prcfently we tneane to fend to him, 

Therforc Leartes be in ready nes. 

Lear. My lord, till then my foule will not bee quiet. 

Xmg. Come Cjertred, wee’l haue Leartes , and our fonnej; 
Made friends and Louers, as befittes them both, 

Euen as they tender vs, and loue their countrie. 

Queenc God grant they may. exeunt emnes. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio 
Ham. beleeuc mee, it greeues mee much Horatio, 

That to Leartes I forgot my felfe : 

For by my felfe me think* s I feclc his griefe, 

Though meres a difference in each others wrong. 

Enter a’Bragart gentleman. 

Horatio, hot raarke yon W9tcr>flie, 

The Court knowes him, but bee knowes not the Court. 

1 2 Gets. 
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Gent. Now God fauc thec,fwecte prince Hamlet. 

Him. And you fir:foh, how the muskc-cod fmelsj 

Gen. 1 come with an embaflfage from his maiefty to you 

Ham. I Ihall fir giue you attention: 

By my troth me thinkes f is very colde. 

Gent. It is indeede very rawifh colde. 

Ham. T’is hot me thinkes. 

Gent. Very fwoltcry hote: 

The King, fwectc Prince, hath layd a wager on your fide. 
Six Barbary hot fc,againft fix french rapiers. 

With alltheiracoutrementstop,athc carriages: 

In good faith they are very curioufly wrought. 

Ham. The cariagcs fir, I do not know what you meane. 

$ent._ The girdles, and hangers fir, andfuch like. 

Ham. The wordc had beenc more cofin german te the 
phrafc.ifhe could haue carried the canon by his fide. 

And howe’s the wager? I vndcrftand you now. 

Gent. Mary fir, that yong Leartes in tweluc venies 
AtRapier and Dagger do not get three oddes of you. 

And on your fide the King hath laide, 

And dcfircs you to be in rcadinefle. 

Ham. Very well, if the King dare venture his wager, 

I dare venture my skull: when mud this be? 

Gent. My Lord, prefently.thc king, and her tnaiefiy, 
With the reft of the beft iudgement in the Court, 

Arc commingdowne into the outward pallacc. 

Ham. Goc tell his maieftie, 1 wil attend him. 

gent. I fhnll deliuer youi mod fwcet anfwcr. exit. 

Ham. Y on ntay fir, none better, for y’are Ip.ccd, 

Elfe he had a bad nofe could not fmell a foo'e. 

Her. He will difclofc himfelfc without inquiiie. 

Ham. Belceue me Horatio, my hart is on the fodaine 
V cry fore, all here about. 

/ Hor. My lord /orbeare the challenge then. 

Ham. No Horatio, not I, ifjdanger be now, 

Why then it is not to comc,theres a predeftiuate prouidence 
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in the fall of a (parrow : heere comes the King. 

Enter King, gneene, Leartes, Lories. 

King Now fonne Hamlet , we hane laid vpon your head. 
And make no queftion but to haue the beft. 

Ham. Your maieftie hath laide a the weaker fide. 

King We doubt it not, deliuer them the fbilcs. 

Ham. Firft Leartes, hecre's my hand and loue, 
Protcftingthat I neuer wrongd Leartes. 

/If Hamlet in his madnefle did amide. 

That was not Hamlet, but his madnes did it. 

And all the wrong I e re did to Leartes, 

I here proclaimc was madnes, therefore lets be at peace, 

And thinke I haue (hot mine arrow o re the houfe, 

And hurt my brother. 

Lear. Sir I am finished in nature. 

But in termes of honor l’le Hand aloofe. 

And will no reconcilement. 

Till by feme elder maifters ofour time 
I may befatisfied. 

King Giue them the foyles. 

Ham. l ie be your foyle Leartes, theft fb.yles, 
Haueallalaught,comconfir: a bit. 

Lear. No none. Heere they flay: 

Ham. Iudgement. 

Gent. A hit, a moll palpable hit. 

Lear. Well, come againe. They play agatne. 

Ham. Another. Iudgement. 

Lear. I, I grant, a tuch, a tueb. 

King Here Hamlet, the king doth drinke a health to thee 
£htcent Here Hamlet, \ take my napkin, wipe thy face. 
King Giue him the wine. 

Ham. Set it by, He haue another bowt firft, 
lie drinke anone. 

gneene Here Hamlet, thy mother drinkes to thee. 

Shee drinkes. M 

King Do not drinke G ertred ; O t’is the poyfoed cup? 

? 3 Ham , 
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Ham. Leartes come, you dally with me, 

I pray you pafle with your mod cunning® play. 

Lear, l! (ay you fo? hauc at you, 
lie hit you now nay Lord: 

And yet it goes alraoft again® my conference. 

Ham. Come on fir. 

7 hej catch one mothers Rapiers, and hot h are wounded, 
Leartes falles downe, the jQuecncfallcs downe anddtes. 

Km Looke to the Qucene. ... ; 

Queene O the drinke, the drinke, the drmke. 

Ham. Treafon,ho,kcepe the gates. 

Lords How ift my Lord Leanest 
Lear. Euen as a coxcombe (hould, 

Foolifhly flainc with my owne weapon: 

Hamlet, thou haft not in thee halfe an houtc ot me. 

The fatall Inftrument is in thy hand. > 

Vnbated and invenomed: thy mother spoylntd 
That drinke was made for thee. 

Ham. The poyfncd Inftrument within my hand. 

Then venome to thy venome.die damn d v^«. 

Come drinke, here lies thy vmon here. The k}»g #'■ 
Lear. O hcisiuftlyfcrucd: 

Hor. No, I am more an an tike Roman, 

Then aDane.hereisforoe poifonleft. 

Hm. Vpon my lout I* W*" 1 " 1 ' 

O fie Horatio, and if thou (houldft die. 

What a fcandale wouldft thou leauebchinde. 

What tongue (hould tell the ftory 
3f not from thee? O my heart finckcs Hor4t ‘ 0f f 
kne eyes haue loft their fiiht, my tongue his ^ 

£ a rewel Horatio, hcauen rcceiue my foulc. n A/#| 
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Enter Veltemar and the Amhajfadorsfrom England, 
enter Fortenhrafe with his traine. 

Tort. Where is this bloudy fight? 

Hor: Ifaught of woe or wonder you’ld behold. 

Then looke vpon this tragickc fpeftacle. 

Fort. O imperious death! how many Princes 
Haft thou at one draft bloudily (hot to death? {land, 

Amhaf Our ambaflie that we hauc brought from Eng- 
Where be thefe Princes that lhould hearc vs fpeakc? 

O mod mod vnlooked for time! vnhappy country. 

Hor. Content your felues, lie (hew to all, the ground. 
The firft beginning of this T ragedy: 

Let there a fcaffold be reatdc vp in the market place. 

And let .the State of the world be there: 

Where you (hall heare fuch a fad ftory toldc/* - 
That neucr raortall man could more vnfolde. 

• jFort. I haue fome rights of memory to this kingdom*, 
Which now to claimc my lciture doth inuite mee; 

Let foure of our chicfeft Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a (ouldier to his grauc* 

For he was likely, had he liued, 

T o a prou’d mod royall. 

Take vp the bodic, fuch a fight as this 
Becomes the ficldcs, hut here doth much amid* 

Emit 

ift 
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